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PUBLISHERS'  NOTICE. 


The  popularity  of  our  "New  Jokes  by  Old  Jokers, 
No.  i"  and  "No.  2"  "New  Jokes  and  Monologues,  No. 
3/'  "New  Jokes  and  Monologues,  No.  4,"  "New  Jokes 
and  Monologues,  No.  5,"  "New  Jokes  and  Mono- 
logues, No.  6,"  and  "One  Thousand  Laughs  from 
Vaudeville/'  has  become  so  pronounced,  that  it  gives 
us  genuine  pleasure  to  now  issue  our  latest  and  best 
effort,  "New  Polite  Vaudeville  Jokes/'  This  compila- 
tion of  the  newest  wit  and  humor  is  sure  to  be  of  un- 
limited value  to  the  theatrically  ambitious,  and  a 
great  source  of  amusement  to  those  wishing  to  be 
entertained. 

It  is  an  acknowledged  fact  that  life  is  what  we 
make  it,  and  if  you  want  to  feel  good — -all  the  time — 
don't  fail  to  supply  yourself  with  a  copy  of  this  Joke 
Book,  together  with  a  copy  of  each  of  the  above- 
named  and  our  many  other  humorous  publications. 
Be  sure  to  see  that  they  bear  our  imprint  and  "IMO" 
trade  mark,  in  order  to  get  the  real  article,  pub- 
lished by,  Merrily  yours, 

I.  &  M.  Ottenheimer. 
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JUST  A  BIT  OF  CONVERSATION. 

BY  LEE  HARRISON  AND  BARNEY  BERNARD, 

Two  Vaudeville  Stars, 

"Well,  T  m  certainly  proud  of  you,"  very  proud, 
indeed." 

"Why,  what's  the  matter  now  ?"  asked  Cohen,  in 
surprise. 

"Why,  I  take  you  out  for  a  select  lunch  at  a  swell 
hotel  and  you  begin  ordering  pigs'  feet.  And  you  not 
only  begin  ordering  them,  but  you  keep  on  ordering 
them,  in  spite  of  all  I  can  do,  until  you  have  eaten 
sixteen — think  of  it,  sixteen — eight  pair — four  sets!" 

"Yes,  and  I  was  sorry  enough  afterwards,"  mused 
Cohen. 

"How's  that?"  asked  Lee. 

"Why,  they  nearly  kicked  the  life  out  of  me  after 
I  got  home." 

"Serves  you  right.  And  the  way  yon  ate  with  your 
knife,  right  here  in  the  Hotel  Knickerbocker.  I 
thought  sure  you  were  going  to  cut  your  mouth." 

"Oh,  no;  over  at  the  Astor  is  where  they  have  the 
sharp  knives.  What  was  that  kind  of  pie  you  were 
eating  with  ice  cream  all  over  it?" 
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"Oh,  that  wa,s  'pie  a  la  mode/  "  explained  Lec. 

*Oh,  'pie  a  la  mode/  I  suppose  'beef  a  la  mode'  is 
beef  with  ice  cream  all  over  it,  eh?" 

"Before,  you  be^in  getting  witty  let  me  ask  you 
why  you  kicked  so  hard  to  the  .waiter  because  there 
was  an  oyster  in  your  soup?  Don't  you  know  that 
they  always  put  an  oyster  in  oyster  soup  ?" 

"Yes,  I  know  they  generally  do,  but  mine  was  to- 
mato soup." 

"You  acted  as  if  you  hadn't  had  anything  to  eat 
since  you  got  back  from  Europe.  By  the  way,  how 
did  you  enjoy  your  trip  over  there,  Cohen?" 

"I  didn't  enjoy  it  at  all." 

"You  didn't!    Why  not?" 

"For  the  first  three  days  going  over  I  didn't  eat 
anything." 

"What  was  the  matter — seasick?" 

"No.  I  didn't  know  the  meals  went  with  t}ie  ticket." 

"Have  you  seen  Finklestein  since  you  came  back, 
Cohen?" 

"Oh,  yes.  Say,  he's  got  a  new  business.  He's  got 
a  beggar's  route." 

"A  beggar's  route;  what's  that?"  inquired  Lee. 

'Well,  every  month  he  goes  around  to  Carnegie, 
Rockefeller,  Morgan  and  all  the  rich  men,  hands 
them  a  hard  luck  story,  and  they  each  give  him  five 
dollars  a  month."  1 

"You  don't  mean  to  say  that  Pierp  Morgan  gives 
him  five  dollars  every  month!" 

k  "Well,  Lee,  I  didn't  believe  it  myself,  so  I  went 
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with  him  to  Morgan's  office.  Mr.  Morgan  wasn't 
there,  but  his  secretary  came  out  and  said : 

"  'Mr.  Morgan  isn't  here,  but  he  thought  you'd  be 
in  and  left  the  money  with  me.  Here  it  is.'  Finkle- 
stein  took  it,  and  found  there  was  only  three  dollars. 
Fink  asked  him  the  reason  for  the  slight  reduction, 
and  the  secretary  explained  that  as  one  of  Mr.  Mor- 
gan's daughters  had  got  married,  and  it  had  cost  him 
a  lot  of  money,  he  had  felt  obliged  to  cut  down  ex- 
penses." 

"Well,  what  did  Fink  say  to  that?"  asked  Lee, 
curiously. 

"He  took  the  three  and  said : 

"  'Tell  Mr.  Morgan  I  wish  his  daughter  all  the  luck 
in  the  world,  and  also  tell  Mr.  Morgan  that  the  next 
time  he  marries  off  one  of  his  daughters  to  do  it  at 
his  own  expense/  " 

"I  hear  you  are  going  into  business  out  West, 
Cohen?" 

"Yes,  I'm  going  to  open  a  store  in  Arizona." 

"In  Arizona!  Why,  you  can't  stand  it  out  there. 
It  is  a  hundred  and  ten  in  the  shade  all  the  time." 

"Well,  I  don't  have  to  stay  in  the  shade,  do  I?" 

"By  the  way,  I  haven't  seen  you  since  your  wife 
died  to  express  my  sympathy.  What  was  the  trouble 
you  had  at  the  funeral?"  asked  Lee. 

"They  wanted  me  to  ride  in  the  carriage  with  my 
mother-in-law." 

"Well?" 

"Well,  I  didn't  want  to  do  it." 
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"Why  not?" 

"I  was  sure  that  if  I  went  in  the  carriage  with  her, 
it  would  have  spoiled  my  whole  day's  pleasure.'! 

"How  is  your  old  friend  Levi  ?"  asked  Lee.  "Is 
he  still  betting  on  the  races?" 

"Yes.  He  went  down  to  the  track  the  other  day, 
and  a  friend  tipped  him  to  bet  on  Mexicana.  &o  he 
went  to  the  bookmaker  and  said  he  wanted  to  place 
two  dollars  on  the  horse.  The  bookie  told  him  that 
Mexicana  was  scratched.    Levie  said: 

"  'I  don't  care  if  he  is  all  torn  to  pieces ;  I  want  to 
bet  on  him.' " 

"Did  you  hear  about  Murphy,  the  fellow  who  killed 
his  wife?"  Cohen  went  on. 

"No.    What  about  him?" 

"He  was  sentenced  to  be  electrocuted,  and  on  the 
morning  of  the  execution  the  warden  came  to  his  cell, 
told  him  how  sorry  he  was  for  him,  and  how  it  was 
going  to  cost  the  State  five  hundred  dollars  to  elec- 
trocute him.    Murphy  spoke  up: 

"  'Say,  warden,  give  me  fifty  dollars  and  I'll  shoot 
myself/  " 

"Myer  had  a  tenant  who  was  an  undertaker.  Busi- 
ness was  very  dull,  and  the  undertaker  fell  behind,  in 
his  rent.  Myer  took  possession  of  the  place.  One 
day  a  lady  came  in  with  a  little  boy  and  asked  for  a 
coffin  for  her  husband.  Myer  showed  her  one  for 
eighty-five  dollars,  but  the  lady  said  it  was  too  ex- 
pensive. She  said  she  would  only  give  sixty  dollars." 
Myer  said  he  couldn't  do  it,  but  the  woman  insisted 
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that  sTie  wouldn't  give  a  cent  more.  Finally  Myer 
said : 

"I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do  lady.  Ill  let  you  have  it 
for  seventy  dollars  and  throw  in  a  little  coffin  for 
the  boy.' " 


Cohen  and  Harrison,  coming  out  of  a  restaurant, 
start  the  following  conversation: 

Cohen — Here  is  eighty-five  cents  you  left  on  your 
plate.    De  waiter  was  going  to  grab  it  ven  I  got  up. 

Harrison — Why,  that  was  a  tip  for  the  waiter.  (At 
the  same  time  handing  Cohen  a  cigar  and  says.) 
Here  is  a  cigar.  These  cost  me  $i  apiece.  I  import 
them  and  I  am  a  little  superstitious  about  this  and 
want  you  to  give  me  a  coin  as  a  remembrance. 

Cohen — Vill  a  cent  do?  (Going  down  in  his 
pockets,  he  hands  Harrison  a  five-cent  piece,  saying.) 
I  can't  lose  much;  give  me  four  more  of  dose 
cigars. 

Cohen — I'm  an  alderman  up  in  Bridgeport. 
Harrison— Honest  ? 

Cohen — No ;  I  said  I  was  an  alderman. 

Harrison— I  was  ashamed  of  you  in  the  restaurant. 
What  did  you  mean  by  filling  your  pockets  with  those 
pickled  white  onions  ? 

Cohen — Were  those  onions?  I  thought  they  were 
moth  balls. 

Why  don't  you  come  to  Bridgeport  and  take 
dinner  or  supper  mit  me  sometime?  I  will  pay 
your  fare  one  vay.    I  would  like  you  to  meet  my 
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daughv  r;  she  is  taking-  pianola  lessons,  and  already 
she  can  play  better  with  her  feet  than  you  or  I  can 
with  our  hands.  She  is  a  bright  girl;  before  she 
studied  French  three  weeks,  she  could,  talk  it  so  that 
even  her  teacher  could  not  understand  her.  She 
speaks  three  languages — French,  Gearman  and 
Gosinder. 

Harrison — What  is  this  language — Gosinder? 

Cohen — Don't  you  understand  ?  Six  gosinder  twelve 
twice  (goes  into).  I  tell  you  de  fellow  dat  marries 
my  daughter  gets  a  check  for  $10,000,  or  $1,000  cash. 

Harrison— You  know  Levinsky  from  Bridgeport?- 
He  offered- me  $20,000  if  I  married  his  daughter. 

Cohen— I  know  dat,  but  he  is  in  the  installment 
business.    He  will  give  $100  down  and  $1  every  week. 

Harrison — How  is  that  son  Jake  of  yours? 

Cohen — Dat  son  is  a  18-karat  loafer.  All  he  thinks 
of  is  gambling,  and  he  is  a  sport. 

Harrison — Oh!  he  plays  the  fast  horses,  does  he? 

Cohen* — Now,  dat  is  just  it!  He  don't  play  de  fast 
horses.  He  is  such  a  sport  dat  he  has  one  eye  for 
business  and  one  eye  for  baseball.  Just  my  hard  luck ; 
he  goes  out  to  see  a  baseball  game  and  gets  hit  mit  a 
baseball,  and  gets  his  business  eye  knocked  out. 

Harrison — Of  course,  we  are  out  for  a  good  time, 
and  I  don't  like  to  talk  business ;  but  hotv  about  those 
7.10  blue  serges? 

Cohen — Why  7.10,  ven  I  only  paid  you  $6.90  before? 

Harrison — I  let  you  know  you  paid  me  7.10  before. 

Cohen— I  hope  I  vouldn't  see  my  family  alive,  vm 
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I  get  to  Bridgeport,  if  you  didn't  sell  me  for  6.90. 
Harrison— I  just  bet  you  $5  that  you  paid  me  7.1a 
Cohen — Veil,  money  I  voulNdn't  bet. 

During  a  sea  "voyage  a  severe  storm  arose.  The 
emigrants  were  lamenting  and  praying,  and  their 
agonized  screaming  mingled  with  the  dash  of  the 
waves. 

Even  one  of  the  strongest  men  came  staggering  on 
deck,  calling  for  help  and  deliverance. 

Another,  but  calmer,  emigrant  went  up  to  him. 

"What  is  the  matter  there,  brother;  why  are  you 
screaming  so  terribly  ?"  he  asked. 

"Why  shouldn't  I  scream/'  said  the  frightened  one, 
"when  the  ship  is  going  under  ?" 

"Well,"  said  the  other,  "is  it  your  ship?" 


A  young  man  visited  a  well-known  matchmaker  to 
seek  a  wife. 

"First,  I  want  to  know  what  kind  of  a  wife  you  de- 
sire?" said  the  matchmaker.  "What  qualities  must 
she  have?" 

"Firstly,  she  must  be  educated,"  said  the  marriage 
candidate.  "She  must  be  literary,  and  must  speak 
French." 

"What  else?" 

"Then  she  must  be  of  a  highly  respectable  farrnlv — 
yes,  and  she  must  be  virtuous." 

"All  right — everything  satisfactory.  What  else?" 
"Then  she  must  be  a  pianist." 
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"And  further?" 

"Further,  her  relations  must  all  be  reputable,  and 
she  must  be  a  good  cook.  And  she  must  have  a  nice 
trousseau — and  very  rich." 

The  matchmaker  interrupted  him  with  the  remark: 

"My  dear  young  man,  if  a  girl  is  all  that  and  has 
all  you  want,  then  she  would  be  crazy  to  marry  you." 

The  young  man  answered: 

"Crazy  she  can  be." 


Old  Jacob,  the  pedlar,  travels  around  the  country 
with  dry  goods,  notions  and  all  kinds  of  fancy  goods, 
packed  on  his  back,  to  sell  to  the  farmers'  wives. 

He  does  not  make  very  long  trips,  but  is  compelled 
to  travel  through  the  woods  at  night,  and  there  is  a 
report  that  a  band  of  robbers  is  lodged  there. 

Jacob's  family  pleaded  with  him  to  carry  a  revolver 
with  which  to  defend  himself  against  the  robbers. 

The  weapon  was  brought  to  him. 

"Good,"  said  he,  "and  now  that  I  have  the  pistol, 
who  is  going  to  shoot  ?" 


Marcus  Leblowitch  visited  the  Jamestown  Exposi- 
tion, and  upon  his  return  home  told  his  wife  of  the 
wonderful  things  he  had  seen,  at  the  same  time  telling 
her  how  dreadfully  expensive  everything  was  in  the 
hotels. 

"I  went  to  a  restaurant,"  said  he,  "and  asked  for  a 
plate  of  soup.    What  do  you  think  it  cost?" 
"If  much,"  said  his  wife,  "a  quarter." 
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Leblowitch  laughed. 

"You'll  be  surprised  to  hear  thai'  x  paid  35  ce.Ls. 
Then  I  ordered  an  ordinary  stew,  such  as  would  cost 
us  about  20  cents.  What  do  you  think  those  crooks 
charged  ?" 

"Well  what  could  they  have  charged?  A  half 
dollar?" 

"Nonsense/'  said  Leblowitch,  irritated.  "A  whole 
dollar.  Then  I  ate  some  pie.  How  much  do  you 
think  they  asked  for  the  pie?" 

"They  asked,  if  much — they  asked — 20  cents." 

"Then  I  would  not  say  a  word,"  answered  Leblo- 
witch, "but  I  had  to  pay  45  cents." 

"I  say,"  complained  Mrs.  Leblowitch,  "I  say  it  is 
a  sin  to  rob  the  people  so,  and  it  is  a  sin  to  pay  so 
much.  I  do  not  understand,  Leblowitch,  how  you 
could." 

"Well,"  said  Leblowitch,  calmly,  "I  had  to  pay. 
But  after  I  had  left  the  place,  and  put  my  hands  in  my 
pockets — what  does  the  Lord  do?  I  found  a  half- 
dozen  silver  spoons  in  them." 


A  business  man,  greatly  in  need  of  financial  aid, 
helped  himself  out  of  all  trouble  by  marrying  very 
rich.  One  day  he  went  walking  with  his  wife,  and 
met  a  friend,  to  whom  he  introduced  her.  However, 
the  woman  was  so  pronouncedly  homely  that  the  friend 
^ould  not  control  himself  from  saying: 

"You  know,  Max,  she's  not  pretty"  (in  ?  low  tone). 
—  "No,"  said  Max,  "she  is  not  pretty." 
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"And  she  has  no  teeth/'  continued  the  friend. 
"Next  week,"  answered  Max  phlegmatically,  "she 

will  get  some/' 

"And  she's  cross-eyed — poor  thing!"  whispered  the 
friend. 

Then  the  husband,  in  sheer  desperation,  turned  to 
him  and  said: 

"You  may  talk  as  loudly  as  you  please — she's  deaf, 

too." 


A  matchmaker  introduced  a  young  man  into  the 
family  of  a  young  lady  who  was  anxious  to  become 
a  bride. 

Upon  leaving  the  house,  the  matchmaker  spoke 
persuasively  of  the  great  advantage  to  be  derived 
from  joining  this  family. 

"Did  you  see  the  genuine  tapestry?"  said  he.  "Did 
you  notice  the  costly  costume  in  which  the  mother  was 
attired  ?  And  all  the  gorgeous  furnishings  ?  And  the 
safe  with  the  lot  of  heavy  silver?" 

"Well,"  said  the  young  man  skeptically,  "they  could 
have  borrowed  all  that  " 

Then  the  matchmaker  interrupted  him  and  said: 

"Nonsense!  As  if  anyone  would  loan  those  people 
anything !" 


Someone  was  saying  how  dissatisfied  he  was  witli 
his  son-in-law. 

"What  have  you  against  him?"  someone  asked. 
"He  cannot  play  cards,"  said  the  father-in-iaw. 
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"You  should  be  glad  if  he  cannot  play  cards/'  he 
was  told. 

"What  did  you  say — should  be  glad?"  he  threw 
back.  "He  cannot  play  cards* — but  he  plays,  never- 
theless." 


Moses  Meyer  brought  a  piece  of  cloth  home  to  have 
himself  a  suit  made.  The  family,  examining  the  goods, 
which  was  spread  out  on  the  table,  remarked  upon  the 
fine  quality,  pattern,  etc.  Even  little  Isidor  was  called 
upon  to  give  his  opinion  of  father's  new  suit. 

He  immediately  turned  the  stuff  on  the  wrong  side 
and  began  to  examine  it. 

"Isidor,"  said  old  Meyer,  laughingly,  "Isidor,  that 
is  the  wrong  side.    How  stupid  you  are." 

"Why  stupid  ?"  answered  the  boy.  "It  will  not 
come  to  me  until  it's  turned  on  the  wrong  aide." 

Mr.  Traveler  entered  a  restaurant  and  walked  up 
to  an  unoccupied  place  at  the  table.  After  a  while  a 
waiter  came  along  and  handed  him  a  bill  of  fare,  but 
Mr.  Traveler  pushed  it  aside  and  said: 

"Morris,  first  bring  m:  noodle  soup;  then  bring 
me  stewed  meat  and  spinach,  *and  last  bring  me — bring 
me  string  beans  and  herring,  Morris;  and  then  bnng 
me  apple  sauce." 

"Mr.  Traveler,"  said  the  waiter,  amazed,  "why, 
you  know  the  entire  tneuu  by  heart !" 

"Nonsense!  By  heart!"  muttered  Mr.  Traveler. 
"I  see  the  table  cloth,  don't  I?" 
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A  Bishop  was  inspecting-  a  school.  He  had  de- 
clared himself  as  satisfied,  but  wanted  to  ask  a  ques- 
tion himself.  There  should  be  a  prize  of  one  dollar 
for  the  best  answer. 

"Well,  my  dear  children,"  asked  the  Bishop,  "whom 
should  we  love  the  best — the  best  of  all?" 

Th^re  was  a  pause  of  study.  Then  the  first  boy 
spoke : 

"Well,  Johnnie,"  encouraged  the  Bishop. 
"We  should  love  our  parents  best  of1  all,"  said  the 
boy. 

"A  nice  answer,  my  son.  We  owe  our  lives  to  our 
parents  ,*  they  care  for  us  and  protect  us  when  we  are 
helpless.  For  this  we  should  love  them  very,  very 
dearly.  But  there  is  still  someone  whom  we  should 
love  better  than  our  parents.    Well,  next?" 

"We  should  love  our  teacher  the  best  of  all,  '  said 
the  second. 

The  Bishop  nodded,  approvingly. 

"Good — good,  my  boy.  Also  a  nice  answer  In 
some  respects,  we  should  be  more  grateful  to  our 
teacher  than  to  our  parents.  They,  therefore,  should 
be  very  dear  to  our  hearts;  and  there  are  some  in- 
stances when  we  should  even  love  our  teacher  better 
than  our  parents.  But  I  do  not  mean  the  teacher, 
either.  There  is  still  another  whom  we  should  love 
better.    Think  again." 

The  Bishop  gazed  around  tfie  class  an3  3iscovere8 
a  small  boy  who  made  a  sign. 
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"Well,  my  son,  you  tell  us  whom  we  should  love 
best  of  all." 

The  boy  stood  up  and  answered: 

"The  most  of  all  we  should  love  our  Lord  and 
Master,  Jesus  Christ  !" 

The  Bishop  softly  clapped  his  hands  and  eried : 

"That  is  right — that  is  right.  That  is  the  best  an- 
swer.  Come  up  here  to  me,  my  son." 

The  boy  hurried  to  obey  the  command. 

The  reverend  gentleman  stroked  the  dark,  curley 
head. 

"Now,  tell  me,  what  is  your  name  ?"  he  said  kindly. 

"Isidor  Cohn,"  answered  the  boy. 

Thereupon  the  Bishop  drew  his  hand  away  from  the 
pupil's  head,  and  spoke  in  surprise: 

"Then  you  are  an  Israelite,  my  son,  and  of  Jewish 
faith?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  answered  Isidor  Cohn. 

"How  does  it  happen  then,"  continued  the  reverend 
gentleman,  in  greatest  astonishment,  "how  does  it 
happen  that  you,  a  Jewish  bey,  should  love  our  Holy 
Master  the  best  of  all?" 

Little  Isidor  twisted  himself  in  embarrassment.  At 
last  he  took  courage  and  said: 

"Well,  for  a  dollar,  Bishop." 


A  well-known  New  York  broker  became  seriously 
ill  shortly  after  his  eightieth  birthday.  His  business 
acquaintances  visited  him  to  give  encouragement 
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"With  yor  constitution,"  said  one,  consolingly, 
"you  can  easily  withstand  this  spell.  God  will  leavfc 
you  with  us  until  at  least  ninety." 

Then  the  old,  sick  broker  laughed  and  said: 
"Why  should  He  wait  to  take  me  at  ninety,  when 
He  can  have  me  at  eighty  and  a  quarter?" 


ROSS  BRINGS  BACK  OLD  WEBER  DAYS. 

Did  Charlie  Ross  get  a  reception  when  he  appeared 
again  with  the  Weberites  in  the  little  old  show  shop 
the  other  night? 

If  you  leave  it  to  me,  little  one,  he  did. 

It  was  somewhat  like  the  old  days  ;  yet  different,  a 
whole  lot.  It  isn't  so  very  long  since  Charlie  Ross, 
Mabel  Fenton,  Pete  Daily,  John  Kelly,  Sam  Bernard, 
Dave  Warfield,  little  Bessie  Clayton  and  the  Julian 
Mitchell  chorus  were  together  as  a  background  for 
fat  little  Weber  and  long  Lew  Fields,  but  the  things 
they  did  have  already  become  stage  history. 

It  is  a  safe  gamble  that  there  were  as  many  laughs 
coined  "in  back"  as  on  ihe  stage  in  those  days,  and 
the  stage  was  a  laugh-mint  working  every  minute 
the  curtain  was  up.  The;  man  who  broke  into  that 
society  had  to  be  prepared  to  "take  his"  and  take  it 
gracefully. 

There  was  a  trick  they  worked  on  Dave  Warfield 
wbpn  he  first  came  there  as  one  of  the  hands.  War- 
fieid  had  been  told  to  beware  of  the  crew  of  buc- 


NEW  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JOKE  BOOK  If 

cancers  he  was  joining,  but  he  was  a  trustful  soul, 
and  the  first  night  he  was  there  he  fell  for  the  fan 
gag. 

As  he  was  passing  Charlie  Ross'  dressing  room  he 
was  called  in  and  asked  with  much  cordiality  to  joiu 
the  crowd  in  their  little  whirl  at  the  wheel. 

"Well  let  you  in  on  this,"  they  said  to  him  with 
much  appearance  of  sincerity.  "It's  only  a ,  few  we 
let  play  in  here  with  us,  but  you  look  like  a  good  fel- 
low and  we'll  let  you  in  and  sell  you  a  stack." 

Then  they  explained  the  game  to  him.  On  the  four 
blades  of  an  (electric  fan  had  been  pasted  numbers, 
and  the  winning  number  was  that  which  stopped  op- 
posite a  mark  on  the  top  of  the  fan. 

By  starting  the  current  and  then  suddenly  switch- 
ing it  off  the  fan  would  whirl  merrily  for  a  few  sec- 
onds and  then  slow  down  and  stop  with  all  the  im- 
pressiveness  of  a  real  roulette  wheel. 

warfield's  number  never  won. 

Warfield  was  then,  as  now,  a  serious-minded  youth, 
and  he  solemnly  and  gravely  consented  to  be  a  partner 
in  crime  of  the  fan  gamblers.  He  selected  No.  4  on 
the  fan. 

Busily  and  assiduously  Charlie  Ross  fooled  around 
with  the  fan,  and  then  set  it  off,  and  figure  4  stopped 
at  the  bottom  of  the  fan.  Twelve  times  in  succession 
No.  2  won,  and  then  Warfield  insisted  upon  having 
No.  2  assigned  to  him. 

He  got  it. 
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Then  Charlie  Ross  adjusted  the  fan  again,  and  it 
was  whirled  once  more.    No.  2  was  at  the  bottom. 

Then  the  luck  varied.  Sometimes  3  won,  some- 
times 4  and  several  times  1  was  at  the  top,  but  War- 
field's  number  never  showed.  Then  he  drifted  out 
of  the  dressing  room  disgusted,  and  Charlie  Ross 
removed  the  piece  of  putty  with  the  quarter  sticking 
to  it  that  he  had  been  shifting  around  from  blade 
to  blade,  but  always  in  a  way  to  hoodoo  Warfield. 
Thereafter  Warfield  never  played  the  fan,  and  finally 
was  elected  to  full  membership. 

It  was  the  fake  news  service  from  the  Corbett- 
Sharkey  fight,  inaugurated  by  Charlie  Ross,  that  the 
entire  company  fell  for,  however. 

There  wasn't  a  man  in  the  company  that  wasn't  a 
fight  fan,  and  the  big  fight  before  the  Lenox  Ath- 
letic Club  had  them  all  wrought  up.  They  talked 
fight  for  weeks  before  Corbett  and  Sharkey  got  to- 
gether, and  bets  were  made  on  the  stage  in  asides 
as  well  as  in  the  dressing  rooms,  and  in  the  cafe  of 
the  Gilsey  House  and  in  Shanley's. 

Every  man  in  the  company  had  a  bet  down,  and 
several  of  the  women  were  financially  interested  in 
the  outcome  of  the  affair. 

ROSS    SPRINGS    HIS  SCHEME. 

It  is  easy  to  understand  in  view  of  these  facts  that 
the  entire  company  fell  upon  the  neck  of  Charlie  Ross 
and  called  him  blessed  when  he  announced  on  the 
night  of  the  fight  that  he  was  going  to  receive  the 
entire  news  of  the  affair  in  his  dressing  room. 
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"We've  tapped  the  wires  on  top  of  the  theatre,' '  he 
said,  "and  have  led  them  down  into  my  dressing 
room.  I've  hired  an  operator  who  will  sit  in  here 
and  read  off  the  fight  by  rounds.  We'll  get  the  en- 
tire story  of  the  fight  just  as  Ed  Cole  sends  it  into 
the  Herald  from  the  ringside/' 

Mr.  Ross  warmed  up  to  his  subject  and  became 
enthusiastic  as  he  told  of  the  arrangements  he  had 
made. 

"Why,  it  will  be  just  like  sitting  at  the  ringside," 
he  said.  "We'll  get  every  wallop  just  as  it's  landed, 
and  we  can  almost  hear  the  blows  as  they  are  thrown 
in.  It  will  be  the  best  thing  of  the  sort  ever  pulled 
off." 

They  slapped  him  on  the  back  and  called  him  the 
best  ever.  Pete  Dailey  wanted  to  take  up  a  subscription 
to  buy  flowers  to  be  passed  over  the  footlights  to 
Charlie  Ross  as  an  evidence  of  their  appreciation 
of  his  efforts  in  their  behalf  and  John  Kelly  almost 
wept  with  emotion. 

By  9  o'clock  that  night  the  news  service  was  work- 
ing. In  the  dressing  room  of  Charlie  Ross  a  full  set  of 
telegraph  instruments  were  fastened  to  a  stout  table 
and  a  business-like  looking  operator  sat  at  the  table 
:nterpreting  the  dots  and  dashes  as  they  came  click- 
ing through  the  receiving  jigger. 

It  was  not  known  to  the  others  in  the  company,  of 
course,  but  high  up  on  a  ladder  beside  the  light  ap- 
paratus sat  a  small  boy  tapping  the  ends  of  two  wires 
together  and  furnishing  the  dots  and  dashes  that 
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were  clicking  off  in  Ross'  dressing  room.  They  were 
wholly  meaningless  to  the  operator,  of  course,  but 
he  was  wise,  and  the  way  he  played  up  to  his  op- 
portunities should  have  entitled  him  to  a  job  with 
the  company. 

*   GETS  'EM  IN  THE  RING. 

For  an  hour  the  tapped-wire  service  did  not  give 
any  very  lively  news.  The  operator  read  off  casual 
items  about  the  crowd  at  the  ringside,  the  bets  being 
made,  the  calls  for  the  big  fellows  and  a  vivid  de- 
scription of  the  whole  scene  that  was  as  good  as 
though  it  had  been  sent,  by  the  best  newspaper  man 
in  the  city.  The  men  of  the  company  dropped  in 
from  time  to  time  and  listened  attentively  until  called 
back  to  the  stage. 

It  was  just  as  the  curtain  dropped  and  the  inter- 
mission began  that  the  operator  began  to  shoot  the 
con  like  a  model  winning  marksman.  He  had  landed 
the  fighters  in  the  rings  and  just  as  soon  as  the 
men  trooped  in  tmn  the  stage  he  began  fighting 
them. 

Wallops  to  the  jaw,  knockdowns  and  frightful 
body  punchers  were  recorded,  and  the  crowd  went 
wild.  Corbett  was  beaten  back  to  the  ropes  and 
mauled  mercilessly  by  Sharkey,  and  John  Kelly  roared 
so  lustily  that  the  stage  manager  came  in  and  remon- 
strated with  him  mildly.  From  time  to  time  half- 
dressed  men  roamed  in  to  catch  a  few  words  of  the 
fight  while  changing  for  the  burlesque. 

"Corbett  lands  right  and  left,  sends  left  to  jaw 
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and  right  to  body.  Sharkey  falls.  Referee  count- 
ingwclick-click-click-elick  clack/*  and  the  operator 
stopped  to  light  a  cigar. 

"For  Gawd's  sake  man,  is  this  the  time  to  be  at- 
tendin'  to  your  personal  affairs  ?"  protested  John 
Kelly,  earnestly.  "YouVe  left  Tawm  Sharkey  lying 
on  the  flure,  and  he  may  be  dead.  Get  busy,  man, 
get  busy!   What  happens  to  him?" 

" Sharkey  up  at  nine,"  droned  the  operator.  "A 
little  groggy,  but  still  fighting  gamely.  Corbett  spars 
warily." 

Kelly  groaned  heavily,  but  it  was  a  groan  of  re- 
lief. 

"I  fought  he  was  done  for,"  said  Kelly.  "By 
Gorry,  it  looked  bad  for  Tawm  then." 

HE  GETS  KELLY  GOING. 

The  operator  took  his  clue  from  this  and  a  mo- 
ment later  he  had  Corbett  murdering  Sharkey. 

"Corbett  lands  at  will,"  he  droned*  "Sharkey  still 
groggy.  Defense  poor.  Fails  to  stop  blows  to  face 
and  body.   Corbett  lands  on  chin." 

Just  then  one  of  the  women  who  had  entered  the 
room  caught  Kelly  by  the  arm  and  drew  him  away 
from  the  table. 

"Say,"  she  said,  "I  want  to  ask  you"-- — 

With  a  wild,  despairing  gesture  Kelly  pushed  her 
away. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  interrupting  me  when  may- 
be Tawm  Sharkey's  got  a  knockout?"  he  wailed. 
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"Please  be  away  with  you,  madam,  for  I'm  in  no 
temper  for  frivolities." 

"Sharkey  on  the  floor  when  the  gong  sounds,  ' 
called  the  operator. 

Just  then  the  boy  on  the  ladder  was  called  away 
and  the  operator  was  forced  to  reach  under  the 
table  and  work  the  sender  himself.  No  one  in  the 
room  noticed  it,  however.  He  had  a  watch  lying  on 
the  table  in  front  of  him  and  at  the  end  of  a  minute 
he  had  the  men  back  in  the  ring. 

Then  he  let  Sharkey  have  a  little  the  best  of  it, 
and  Kelly  and  the  other  friends  of  the  Sailor  re- 
joiced loudly.  Sharkey  slammed  them  in  right  and 
left  and  drove  Corbett  back  to  the  ropes  and  left 
him  on  the  floor  until  the  referee  had  counted  eight, 
and  did  all  sorts  of  things  for  him.  There  never 
was  a  fight  with  so  much  action  in  it  and  fortunes 
so  varying. 

MADE  KELLY  MISS  HIS  LINES. 

When  the  men  were  called  back  to  the  stage  they 
were  in  no  frame  of  mind  to  concentrate  on  their 
work.  They  held  the  curtain  five  minutes,  for  Joe 
Weber  hung  around  the  room  while  he  fixed  up  his 
stomach  pad,  and  Lew  Fieds  could  not  be  pulled 
away  from  the  table  at  which  the  operator  sat. 

On  the  stage  those  who  had  had  a  chance  to  get 
off  and  into  the  dressing  room  carried  the  news  back 
to  the  others. 

"Ah,  here  in  this  beautiful  moonlight,"  Ross  would 
cry  loudly,  and  then  in  an  aside: 
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"Oh,  what  a  wallop  Corbett  slammed  in.  kigttt 
in  the  stomach.  Sharkey  almost  took  the  count." 
And  then  Kelly  would  forget  his  lines  and  foam  at 
the  mouth. 

It  was  just  before  the  last  curtain  that  Ross  be- 
came worried.  He  didn't  have  the  slightest  idea  of 
what  was  being  done  up  at  the  Lenox  Athletic  Club, 
and  didn't  care  particularly;  but  he  preferred  to 
leave  the  result  in  doubt. 

Just  then  Captain  Price,  then  in  charge  of  the 
Tenderloin,  dropped  in  and  Ross  tipped  him  off. 

"Break  it  up  some  way  and  call  it  off,"  said  Ross 
to  the  captain,  and  the  captain  took  the  cue. 

WAY   AHEAD   OF   THE  TICKER. 

"I'm  sorry  to  break  up  this  little  affair,"  said 
Captain  Price  to  the  crowd  around  the  table,  "but 
you  are  all  likely  to  be  sent  to  jail  for  this.  Tapping 
these  wires  is  a  penitentiary  offense,  and  it  will  nof 
only  get  you  in  trouble,  but  it  will  get  me  into  trouble 
too.   It's  time  to  call  it  off." 

There  were  loud  wails  in  protest,  but  the  captain 
was  obdurate,  and  the  operator  closed  his  key  and 
went  off  home,  while  the  boy  on  the  ladder  dropped 
the  wires  arid  climbed  down. 

Then  the  crowd  went  across  to  the  Gilsey  House, 
and  Kelley  took  a  look  at  the  ticker. 

"What  do  you  think  of  that  now.  This  machine 
says  'the  men  are  just  entering  the  ring.'  Why,  do 
you  know,"  he  said,  addressing  the  crowd,  "they'd 


;6  NEW:  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JoKE  BOOK 

been  going  twenty  rounds  when  we  left  the  theatre/* 
It  was  not  until  the  next  day  that  the  blow  fell. 
Thereafter  the  entire  company  put  in  its  time  trying 
to  figure  out  a  come-back  at  Ross. 


Then  Charles  Bigelow,  the  funny  man,  raised  the 
ante  with  this. 

There  was  a  Sunday  school  teacher  who  had  three 
boys  in  the  class.  To  each  of  them  he  gave  a  paper 
bank  and  told  them  to  return  the  following  Sunday 
with  all  the  pennies  they  could  secure. 

The  following  Sunday,  little  Tommy  Jones  had 
two  cents  in  his  bank. 

"How  did  you  earn  the  two  cents,  Tommy?"  asked 
the  teacher. 

"By  selling  papers/'  answered  Tommy. 

The  next  one,  Johnny,  had  six  cents, 

"How  did  you  earn  your  six  cents,  Johnny?" 

"By  doing  chores/'  replied  Johnny. 

The  third  one  Willie  Smith,  had  twenty-five  cents 
in  his  bank. 

"And  how  did  you  get  twenty-five  cents,  Willie?'' 
asked  the  surprised  teacher. 

"By  skidooing,"  promptly  replied  Willie. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  skidooingf"  asked  the 
teacher. 

"Well  you  see  my  father's  a  traveling  salesman 
and  only  comes  home  about  every  two  weeks.  He 
came  home  last  night  and  ran  up  stairs  and  kissed 
me  and  then  he  kissed  Ma  and  turning  around  he 
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gave  me  a  quarter  and  said:  'Now,  Willie,  you 
skidoo.' " 


PETER  DAILEY  ON  ATCHISON. 

EXPERIENCES  IN  THE  KANSAS  TOWN  TOLD  IN  A  CHAR- 
ACTERISTIC WAY. 

It  was  asserted  by  those  who  were  close  enough 
to  Dailey  to  call  him  "Pete"  that  he  was  funnier 
off  the  stage  than  on  it.  As  an  illustration  of  his 
good  natured  banter  the  following  interview,  which 
appeared  in  The  Slar  in  March,  1904,  just  after  the 
Weber  &  Field  production  showed  in  Atchison,  Kas., 
is  a  good  example: 

"So  I'm -a  dollar  actor,  and  Miss  Russell  and  Ross 
and  Mama  are  three  dollar  people  !"  said  Peter  Dailey 
last  night  as  he  finished  reading  the  Atchison  Globe's 
criticism  of  the  Weber  &  Field  production.  "And 
it's  all  so  unfair,"  he  continued,  his  eyes  suspiciously 
moist.  "I  didn't  want  to  go  to  Atchison,  I  had  to. 
The  very  first  question  I  asked  when  we  landed  was : 
*  Which  way  out?'  I  marked  every  exit  before  we 
reached  the  hotel.  What  did  I  get  there?  It  was 
a  note  from  Billy  Sill:  'Dear  Peter,'  it  read;  'there's 
only  one  room  with  bath  in  the  hotel  and  I  engaged 
that  for  Miss  Russell.  I  did  the  best  I  could  for  you — 
the  river  flows  right  past  your  window.' 

"Then  the  hotel  clerk,  after  almost  everybody  had 
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been  given  rooms,  he  says  to  me:  'Mr.  Dailey?'  '1/ 
says  I,  'it  is/  and  he  says :  "You're  on  the  reser- 
vation/ 'I  know  that/  I  says,  'all  of  the  Indians  are, 
but  where  is  the  reservation  ?'  That  made  him  mad, 
I  guess,  and  I  think  he  is  the  fellow  that  knocked 
me  in  the  paper.  That's  the  boy  all  right.  I  had 
to  gp  up  to  Egglinger's  restaurant  to  sleep — that's  up 
near  the  depot.  Know  the  Egglinger  boys?  You 
want  to  know  'em.  One  works  all  day  and  the  other 
all  night  and  so  there  ain't' a  minute  when  they  ain't 
making  money.  The  restaurant  is  open  all  night 
and  the  night  we  were  there  they  stayed  open  longer 
than  usual.  I've  got  their  bill  of  fare  here.  See 
that — porterhouse  steak,  15  cents?  Didn't  I  tell  you 
those  Egglinger  boys  are  all  right?  I  was  afraid 
maybe  aj  15-cent  porterhouse  would  mean  a  stingy 
little  one,  so  I  ordered  a  good  big  steak  smothered 
in  chops.  You  ought  to  see  what  those  Egglinger  boys 
did  for  me!  They  brought  in — the  night  Egglinger 
did — brought  in  a  steak  ,that  would  go  around  my 
waist,  tie  in  a  bow  knot  and  the  ends  hang  down  on 
the  side.  He  went  and  charged  me  thirty-five  cent? 
for  it  with  coffee  and  potatoes.  All  of  'em  at  the 
hotel  had  to  pay  two  and  a  half  a  day  except  Miss 
Russell.  She  had  to  pay  $4  a  day  because  she  had 
a  room  with  a  bath.  They  gave  her  50  cents  rebate 
because  the  bath  wasn't  in  operation. 

"But  it's  all  right;  if  they  want  to  say  Weber  and 
Field  and  John  and  me  are  one  dollar  actors  to  Miss 
Russell  and  Ross  and  Mann  three  dollar  actors—* 
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all  right!  Next  year  I'd  stay  away  if  it  wasn't 
for  the  Egglinger  boys.  They're  princes,  those  beys. 
Just  to  snow  you ;  I  asked  the  day  Egglinger  for  a 
napkin.  'There  ain't  been  much  call  for  'em  lately/ 
he  said,  'but  I  guess  we  can  fix  you/  Then  he  went 
out  and  got  me  a  nice  clean  handkerchief.  And  all 
the  time  they  were  paying  two  and  a  half  a  day  up 
at  the  hotel. 

And  how  unreasonable  to  want  Miss  Russell  to  ap- 
pear in  men's  clothes!  That's  all  right  in  New  York 
where  everybody  knows  us,  but  out  here  wrhere  our 
figures  are  not  so  fa;miliar,  it's  impossible.  Why, 
even  at  home  they  would  constantly  mistake.  Miss 
Russell  for  me,  or  me  for  Miss  Russell,  as  the  case 
may  be,  when  she  wore  men's  clothes.  The  same 
way  when  I  wear  dresses.  Everybody  is  guessing 
am  I  myself  or  am  I  Miss  Russell.  What's  the  use 
of  puzzling  people?  I  try  to  be  considerate  and  often 
the  result  seems  to  be  that  people  are  unkind — even 
cruel  to  me. 

"I  could  tell  something,  about  Atchison  if  I  wanted 
to.  They  showed  me  the  town  millionaire,  and  he's 
only  got  $51,000.  I  tell  that  because  I'm  mad.  If 
it  wasn't  for  the  Egglinger  boys  Yd  never  go  back. 
Miss  Russell,  Mann  and  Ross,  the  $3  actors,  think 
its  great,  but  the've#got  friends  on  the  paper.  Miss 
Russell  says  it's  delightful,  but  she  had  the  room 
with  bath  and  the  'bus  with  two  windows  in  it. 
Even  the  programme  boy  tried  to  josh  me  before 
he'd  ever  seen  me  in  my  part.    Came  over  too  Egg- 
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finger's  and  asked  me  to  tell  him  a  funny  story.  Wher 
I  told  him  I  couldn't  he  asked  me  to  dance  a  tew 
steps.    That  wasn't  right,  and  me  a  stranger. 

"It  was  a  nice  warm  evening ;  I  wanted  to  walk 
around  town  with  rqy  coat  off.  The  man  at  the 
theater  was  afraid  he  was  going  to  have  some  coal 
left  over  and  he  had  fire  enough  to  heat  a  baseball 
field.  He  did  that  to  annoy  me.  I  wish  I  could 
forget  it.  I  did  the  best  I  could,  honest.  If  it  wasn't 
for  the  Egglingers !" 

"I'd  be  willing/'  said  Mr.  Ross,  "to  try  it  once 
more  ' 

"Yes,  you're  one  of  the  $3  ones,"  Mr.  Dailey  in- 
terrupted. "But  I'd  go  again  if  I  was  given  a  chance 
to  prepare  for  it.  Then  they  could  say :  'You've  been 
here  once  before.  What's  your  excuse  for  coming 
back?'  And  there  they'd  have  me." 

"Adchizon?"  said  Field.  "Let's  furgodden  it,  fur- 
godden  it.    Iss  it  not?" 

"But  Field  is  one  of  the  $1  ones." 


PETER  F.  DAILY. 

"So  Bigelow  has  gone  into  vaudeville,"  said  Peter 
Dailey  yesterday.  "Well,  I  wish  him  luck.  He's  a 
funny  hairless  man  and  will  make  a  hit.  As  a  mat- 
ter of  fact,  he's  first-class  character  or  eccentric 
comedian. 

"When  I  was  down  at  Weber  &  Fields  that  stretch 
of  years  we  were  one  of  the  pleasantest  and  happiest 
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companies  ever  organized.  There  were  Weber  and  Mr. 
Fields,  both  of  them  good,  friendly  men,  and  then 
there  was  John  T.  Kelly  arid  Charlie  Ross  and  me. 
We  had  great  times,  and  were  like  a  band  of  broth- 
ers, everybody  willing  to  help  the  other.  Then 
Bigelow  came  along.  He  and  Will  Archie,  the  forty- 
inch  actor,  and  I  had  a  dressing  room  together.  I 
said  to  Bigelow  the  first  night:  "You  are  new  down 
here,  and  if  I  can  do  anything  for  you  HI  be  glad 
of  the  chance.  HI  help  you  any  way  I  can/  Bigelow 
said:  'You  just  'tend  to  your  own  work  and  HI  at- 
tend to  rnk.j.  I  guess  I  don't  need  any  help  from 
anyone.' 

"Of  course  that  settled  it.  Bigelow  made  good  from 
the  start,  and  was  well  liked  by  the  patrons  of  the 
music  hall.  He  was  one  of  the  easiest  Rubes,  though, 
I  ever  saw.  He  had  a  long  red  four-in-hand  tie  that 
he  wore  in  his  part.  It  was  so  long  that  he  could 
tie  it  and  both  ends  would  come  to  the  top  of  his  trous- 
ers. Every  night  little  Archie  or  I  would  cut  off 
about  half  an  inch  of  this  red  tie.  Finally;  it  was 
only  a  few  inches  long  and  one  night  when  Bigelow 
put  it  on  he  said :  T  wonder  what  ails  this  tie,  it  is 
a  foot  shorter  than  it  was  when  I  first  got  it?' 

LAUNDRY  DID  IT. 

"I  said:  'Charlie,  it's  the  fault  of  the  laundry.  It 
shrinks  up  everything.  I  find  the  same  trouble  with 
.ny  shirts.  'Look  here,'  and  I  picked  up  one  of  Ar- 
chie's shirts,  which  was  not  more  than  eighteen  inches 
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long  and  had  a  six-inch  bosom.  I  told  him  that  was 
my  shirt  and  that  the  laundry  had  shrunk  it. 

"On  the  level  he  fell  for  it.  He  believed  it  and 
abused  the  laundries.  I  said :  'A  laundry  that  shrinks 
clothes  that  way  can  stretch  them.  Give  me  your  tie 
and  I'll  send  it  back  with  this  shirt  of  mine  and  have 
them  stretched.  Then  I  folded  up  Bigelow's  tie  and 
Archie's  doll-like  shirt  and  gave  them  to  my  dresser. 
I  said :  Take  those  over  to  the  laundry  and  tell  them 
to  put  them  on  stretcher  No.  i.  Have  them  here 
tomorrow  night.' 

"The  next  day  I  went  to  a  furnishing  goods  store 
that  had  a  shirt  in  its  window  for"  an  advertisement. 
It  was  about  eight  feet  long  and  the  bosom  was  more 
than  three  feet  long  and  two  feet  wide.  You've  seen 
the  kind  in  shirt  store  windows.  I  borrowed  that 
shirt. 

AND  HE  FELL  FOR  IT. 

"Then  I  went  to  an  Eight  avenue  store  and  bought 
a  red  silk  sash  five  feet  long  and  five  inches  wide. 
I  had  Bigelow's  tag  taken  from  his  tie  and  sewed 
on  the  end  of  the  sash.  Then  I  had  the  laundry  dc 
up  the  shirt  and  sash  and  send  them  to  the  theatre. 

When  Bigelow  and  I  got  there  that  night  I  un- 
rc  led  the  bundle  and  let  on  to  be  greatly  surprised. 
Bigelow  was  surprised,  too,  but  as  true  as  you  stand 
there  he  fell  for  it,  and  took  it  all  in.  He  said:  'Well 
good  gracious  me !  They  can  do  anything  in  our  coun- 
try. Just  imagine  their  stretching  that  tie  and  shirt 
out  like  that.'  " 
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"Yes,  Charley  is  a  funny  fellow,  and  we  all  like 
him.  When  the  Weber-Fields  company  went  out 
on  the  road  that  year  we  all  agreed  among  our- 
•  selves  that  we'd  stop  at  the  best  hotels  and  make 
a  front  throughout  the  land.  Bigelow  took  a  dog 
along  with  him  so '  that  he'd  have  an  excuse  not  to 
stop  at  first-class  houses.  I  told  him  that  was  the 
reason,  and  he  never  spoke  to  me  during  the  whole 
tour.  Yes,  Bigelow  is  a  jolly  old  pal,  and  I  wish 
him  luck." 


Just  as  the  train  was  about  to  leave  the  station 
a  young  man  grasped  the  hand  of  the  distinguished- 
looking  person  of  middle  age  and.  said : 

"Well,  good-by,  professor." 

When  the  train  had  started  the  distinguished-fook- 
ing  gentleman  noticed  that  a  man  with  wide  stripes 
in  his  shirt  bosom  was  eyeing  him  narrowly.  Just 
as  his  eye  met  that  of  the  professor  the  loudly  dressed 
man  asked: 

"Can  you  do  any  tricks  with  cards?" 

"No,"  replied  the  professor,  with  a  smile.  "I  can- 
not.   I  have  never  touched  a  card  in  my  life." 

"Maybe  you  play  the  piano?" 

"I  know  nothing  of  music,  except  as  a  mathematical 
science." 

1  "It's  easy  to  see  that  you're  no  boxer.  Maybe  yon 
play  pool  ?" 

"No,  I  do  not." 

"Or  billiards?" 
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"Nor  billiards/' 

At  this  juncture  a  light  came  into  the  loudly  dressed 
man's  eye.  "Funny  that  I  didn't  think  of  it  before}" 
said  he.   "I  have  it !   You're  a  hypnotist." 

"I'm  nothing  of  the  kind,"  good-naturedly  re- 
sponded the  professor. 

"Then  I'll  give  it  up.  What  is  your  line?  I  know 
you  must  be  something,  because  I  heard  that  young 
feller  call  you  'professor.'  " 

"I'm  an  instructor  in  Greek,  rhetoric  and  ancient 
history." 

"And  you  can't  do  any  tricks,  or  play  the  piano,  or 
hypnotize  ?" 

"Of  course  not." 

The  loudly,  dressed  man  turned  and  gazed  out  of 
the  window  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  car. 

"And  he  calls  himself  a  professor!"  he  musingly 
remarked  to  himself. 


Whem  "The  Barrier"  was  playing  in  Dubuque, 
Iowa,  the  first  half  of  Christmas  week,  a  neatly- 
gowned,  pretty  young  woman  inquired  of  the  treas- 
urer :  ♦ 

"Could  I  get  two  seats  on  an  aisle  in  the  first  row?" 

"Yes,"  was  the  reply. 

"Could  I  get  two  on  the  aisle  'way  back?" 

*Tes." 

"Two  on  the  aisle  in  the  first  row  of  the  balcony  Y9 
"Yes." 
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The  young  woman  thanked  the  ticket  seller  ana 
started  oa  her  way. 

"Dick"  Dora**,  the  manager  of  the  attraction, 
halted  her  and  inquired: 

"Wtots  the  imtkr  ?" 

"Oh,  nothing,"  she  returned  demurely,  "but  I  can't 
bear  sitting  in  a  theatre  alone." 


When  I  registered  at  the  Grange  Hotel  in  Winni- 
peg I  informed  the  eler*;  that  my  wish  was  for  a  6.30 
call  in  the  morning  Allowing,  that  I  might  catch  the 
740  train  for  Fargo. 

'If  the  train  shorld  be  late,  though,"  I  admonished 
him,  "don't  *li  *ie,  for  .    ertainly  need  some  sleep." 

In  due  time  he  r*ppe   at  my  door. 

"Well!"  I  ejacuLt d. 

"Are  you  the  gentleman  what  wanted  to  be  knocked 
ap  at  6.30?" 
"Yes,"  I  responded. 

"Well,  you  needn't  wake  up,"  he  said  assuredly; 
"your  tram  is  late  and  you  might  as  well  enjoy  youi 
sleep/* 


WIFE  AND  SPANIARD? 

James  J.  Morton,  he  of  infinite  jest  and  story-telling 
fame,  relates  the  following  pathetic  l;ttle  varn  of  a  gal- 
lant patriot,  who  at  th*  outbreak  of  the  Spanish- 
American  war,  enlisted  with  Ae  invading  army  and 
was  sent  to  Cuba  to  back  up  Roosevelt  and  his  rough 
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riders.  The  firm  he  had  worked  for,  pleased  with 
the  record  he  was  making  for  himself,  told  his  wife 
that  ail  the  time  he  was  away  they  would  pay  half 
his  wages  to  her. 

"Accordingly,  at  the  end  of  the  first  week,  the 
young  woman  called  at  the  office,  and  the  head  of  the 
firm  handed  her  $9. 

"  'She  looked ,  at  the  money,  and  her  face  clouded 
over. 

"  'Nine  dollars  V  she  said. 

"'Yes/  said  the  head,  a  little  hurt;  'that  is  just 
half.    I  am  sorry  you  are  not  satisfied/ 

"'It  isn v  that  I'm  not  satisfied/  said  the  young 
woman,  'but  all  along  he's  been  telling  me  his  pay 
was  only  $14  a  week.  Wait  till  he  gets  home!  If 
them  Spaniards  don't  kill  him,  I  will/  " 


Harry  Cooper  and  his  brother,  Bert  Cooper,  and 
then  again  their  brother  who  bills  his  first  name  as 
Irving,  have  been  in  the  public  eye  for  some  time, 
two  of  them,  Harry  and  Irving,  as  singers,  and  Bert 
as  a  song  booster  and  publisher,  and  later  as  manager 
and  agent  of  Vesta  Victoria.  They  are  sons  of  the 
sweet-voiced  singer  Rabbi  Cooper,  whose  voice,  al- 
though he  is  more  than  three-score  years  old,  is  still 
the  delight  of  musicians. 

But  all  this  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  story  that 
Harry  tells  about  Bert.  The  latter  is  liberal  enough 
.With  his  money,  but.  like  the  boy  that  crawled  under 
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the  circus  tent  with  twenty  dollars  in  his  pocket,  he 
does  not  believe  in  wasting  it. 

Bert  had  been  suffering  for  some  time  with  a  sore 
throat;  every  day  his  voice  grew  huskier,  and  he  be- 
gan to  lose  flesh.  Harry  gave  him  a  brotherly  talk 
the  other  day.  He  said:  "Such  a  Narrischkeit  that 
you  should  go  around  sick.  And  if  you  ask  me,  Til 
tell  yod  what  the  matter  with  you  is.  It's  these  cheap 
doctors — billige  Doctors — that  you  go  to.  You  can- 
not get  cured  by  a  fifty-cent  medicine  man.  Take  it 
from  me." 

"I  know  I'm  pretty  sick.  Oy,"  said  Bert.  "Awer 
what  can  I  do?" 

"Go  to  a  high-class  doctor ;  one  that  will  cure  you. 
Listen.    You  go  to  D^r.  Cuff,  he'll  fix  you  up." 

"It  wants  money  to  see  a  doctor  like  that.  What 
will  he  charge?" 

"What  do  you  care  so  long  as  he  cures  you  ?  Steigen. 
For  the  first  visit,  $10,  and  for  the  second,  $5." 

Then  Bert  pondered  for  a  time,  and,  according  to 
the  story,  went  to  the  Cuff  residence  during  office 
hours.  He  rang  the  bell,  and  Dr.  Cuff  himself  opened 
the  door. 

Bert's  face  took  on  a  cheerful  look,  as  he  said  fa- 
miliarly to  the  doctor: 

\  i 

"Well,  doctor,  how  do  you  do  today?  Here  I  am 
back  again." 
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A  FEW  FUNNY  ONES. 

"I  can  prove  to  you  that  the  Government  allows 
green  goods  men  openly  to  advertise  through  the 
mails.,, 

'That's  nonsense. " 

"No,  it  isn't.    All  seedmen  take  letter  orders." 


'I've  found  out  why  Jinks  doesn't  object,  as  he 
says,  to  his  wife's  kicking."  # 
"Why  not?" 

"She  supports  the  family  by  her  work  in  the  ballet." 


"You  drink  beer  in  Winter  to  make  you  warm,  and 
in  Summer  to  keep  you  cool,"  sneered  the  maid. 

"Yes,"  admitted  the  man,  "I  handle  it  just  as  you 
do  openwork." 

Then  the  conversation  languished. 


Wife — Why,  John,  how  dare  you  swear  before 

me  ? 

Husband; — I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear;  I  didn't 
know  you  wanted  to  swear. 


The  acquitted  woman  (young  and  pretty)  kissed 
her  lawyer. 

"Madam,"  said  he,  with  an  attempt  at  firmness, 
"my  stipulation  was  that  there  should  be  no  fee  in 
this  case.    You  must  permit  me  to  return  it." 
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"There's  really  no  piety  these  days." 
'Think  not?" 

"No.  Even  through  Lent  the  women  wore  open- 
work sackcloth." 


"I  didn't  see  you/'  remarked  a  Roman  matron,  "ac 
the  grand  opera  with  yo     much-vaunted  jewels." 

"No,"  responded  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi,  pet- 
ulantly, "the  young  raseuls  prefer  vaudeville." 


In  the  gloaming  during  Spring 

The  air  is  chill. 
Meet  me  love,  and  with  you  bring 

A  quinine  pill. 


"Lots  of  people  crack  jokes." 
"Well." 

"Did  you  ever  hear  of  anybody  breaking  one?" 
"No.    Jokes  are  indestructible." 


"Why  won't  you  join  our  Woman's  Club  ?" 
"I  think  a  woman's  place  is  at  home." 
"Aw,  don't  be  a  mollycoddle." 


"This  motor  boat  is  apt  to  break  down  when  least 
expected." 

"Not  while  I'm  aboard!" 


Someone  with  a  taste  for  figures  has  discovered  thp* 
the  average  earnings  in  Chicago  are  only  $8  a  week 
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and  the  average  expenses  $7.56.  With  the  other  44 
cents  the  average  Chicagoan  must  find  it  hard  to  be  a 
true  sport. 


Schoolmaster  (at  end  of  object  lesson)— Now,  can 
any  one  of  you  tell  me  what  water  is? 

Small  and  Grubby  Urchin — Please,  teacher,  water's 
what  turns  black  when  you  puts  your  'ands  in  it! 


Angry  Diner — Hey,  waiter;  where  is  that  ox-tail 
soup? 

Waiter* — Coming,  sir — half  a  minute. 
Diner — Confound  you;  how  slow  you  are. 
Waiter-^-Fault  of  the  soup,  sir.    Ox  tail  is  always 
behind."  ' 


My  friend  Mr.  Cohen  is  a  good  fellow,*  and  I  want 
to  show  him  that  I'm  a  good  fellow,  too.  So  I  say 
to  him,  "Abraham,  come  here;  I  want  to  tell  you  some- 
thing. I  like  to  take  your  wife  out  for  a  drive  in  the 
park."  He  says,  "All  right,  my  friend;  you  got  my 
full  commission." 

So  I  goes  in  the  livery  stable  and  I  tell  the  feller: 
"Mister,  I  want  you  shall  send  up  two  horses  with  a 
carriage.  It  shall  have  a  whip  in  the  front,  too." 
So  the  fellow  he  come  up.  He's  got  on  the  tight 
pants  and  boots,  a  long  blue  coat  with  the  silver  but- 
tons in  front ;  plug  hat — life  ?  a  dude.  He's  got  in 
the  hand  a  whip,  too. 

I  say,  "What  you  want,  mister?"    He  say,  "I  got 
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downstairs  the  horses  what  you  order."  -  So  I  say, 
"Come  on,  Mrs.  Cohen."  I  take  the  lady  downstairs; 
I  give  her  a  lift  in  the  wagon.  I  give  the  horses  a 
k-nock  with  the  whip ;  off  to  the  park ! 

We  were  riding  about  fifteen  minutes.  She  says 
to  me,  "Levinsky,  he's  sitting  behind"  I  say,  "Who  ?" 
She  says,  "The  driver."  I  looked  around,  and  what  do 
you  think?  The  driver  was  sitting  there  with  the 
hands  folded.  I  stopped  the  carriage ;  I  got  down 
from  the  horses  and  I  say  to  him,  "Say,  mister,  for 
my  money  you  want  to  be  a  gentleman.  You  shall 
sit  like  that !  Go  down !  Go  down !  You  go  and  drive 
and  I  sit  up  in  the  back  with  the  hands  folded." 


I  went  in  a  drug  store. 

"Give  me  one  glass  of  lithia  water,"  I  said. 

"Charged?"  asked  the  druggist's  clerk. 

"No,  if  its  no  more  than  a  nickel  I'll  pay  for  it" 


My  friend  Cohen  does  not  like  green  peas.  They 
roll  off  his  knife  when  he  tries  to  eat  them. 


I  had  something  once  before  with  Abraham  Cohen. 
When  my  first  wife  died  we  had  a  regular  funeral. 
Sixteen  carriages  and  one  buggy.  Two  express 
wagons,  too — I  forgot.  Cohen  was  master  of  ceme- 
teries. He  comes  to  me  with  a  paper  in  his  hand.  He 
says  to  me: 
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.  "Levinsky,  you  sit  in  the  carriage  with  your  mother- 
in-law"  I  say,  "I  wouldn't  do  it."  He  says,  "Why 
not?"   I  say,  "I  don't  like  her." 

And  he  says,  "Levinsky,  that's  a  shame  for  the 

people." 

"I  don't  care  for  the  people,"  I  make  answer.  Then 
he  says,  "For  my  sake,  Livinsky,  sit  in  the  carriage 
with  your  mother-in-law ;  it's  your  wife's  funeral." 

Well,  for  his  sake  I  done  it,  but  I  give  you  my 
word,  it  spoiled  my  pleasure  for  the  whole  day. 


ISN'T  THIS  JUST  LIKE  A  WOMAN? 

A  Kansas  politician  was  asked  .by  his  wife  to  lay 
aside  politics  long  enough  one  day  to  dig  potatoes 
in  the  garden.  He  consented,  and  after  digging  for 
a  few  minutes  he  returned  to  the  house  and  said  he 
had  found  a  coin.  He  washed  it  off  and  it  proved  to 
be  a  silver  quarter.  He  put  it  in  his  jeans  and  went 
back  to  work.  Presently  he  went  to  the  house  again 
and  said  he  had  found  another  coin.  He  washed  the 
dirt  off  of  it  and  this  time  it  was  a  silver  half  dollar. 
He  put  it  in  his  jeans. 

"I  have  worked  pretty  hard,"  said  he  to  his  wife. 
"I  guess  I'll  take  a  short  nap." 

When  he  awoke  he  found  that  his  wife  had  dug 
all  the  rest  of  the  potatoes.  But  she  found  no  coins. 
It  then  dawned  upon  her  that  she  had  been  "worked." 
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GETTING  SQUARE. 

The  following  notice  was  seen  in  the  shop  of  a 
barber:  Notis— The  partnership  heretofore  sub- 
sisting betwixt  me  and  Moses  Jones  in  the  barber 
profession  is  dissolutionized.  Persons  who  owe 
money  must  pay  to  the  subscriber.  Them  what  the 
firm  owes  are  referred  to  Moses  Jones." 


ROGER  BROS/  SAYINGS. 

"What  is  an  echo?"  asks  Gus. 

"An  echo,"  answers  Max,  "is  a  hole  in  the  wind." 

A  tutti  passage  for  the  double-bass  seltzer-siphon 
comes  here,  and  then  follows  this  one: 

"I  got  a  letter  this  morning  from  the  dead-letter 
office." 

"What  is  a  dead  letter?" 

"A  dead  letter  is  one  that  a  woman  gives  to  her  hus- 
band to  mail." 

Gus  tells  Max  about  a  high  old  time  he  had. 
"I  was  drunk,"  he  says. 

"Did  you  buy  your  own  drinks  ?"  asks  the  skeptical 
Max. 

"Yes,"  says  Gus.  ^ 

"Then  you  were  drunk!" 

They  talk  of  buying  an  estate  in  Ireland. 

"It's  a  fine  place,"  says  the  enthusiastic  Gus.  "It's 
got  hardshell  floors  and  hot-and-cold  servants.  We 
can  get  up  at  four  o'clock  and  go  to  bed  with  the 
chickens." 
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"I  don't  want  to  go  to  bed  with  the  chickens,"  says 
Max.    *Td  rather  sl^ep  in  my  own  bed." 


IN  DEAD  EARNEST. 

A  traveling  man  received  the  following  telegram 
from  his  wife: 

"Twins  arrived  tonight.    More  by. mail." 

He  went  at  once  to  the  nearest  office  and  sent  the 
following  reply: 

"I  leave  for  home  tonight.  If  more  come  by  mail, 
send  to  dead  letter  office." 

DOUBTFUL  COMPENSATION. 

Mr.  Hans — Doc,  I  ain'd  got  much  money.  Vill  you 
dake  my  bill  out  in  drade? 

Dr.  Gans — Why,  I  might.    What's  your  business? 

Mr.  Hans — I'm  der  leader  off  der  liddle  Cherman 
band.  Ve'll  play  in  front  off  your  house  efery  efening. 

A  LONG  WAIT. 
"Why  is  dinner  not  ready,  Bridget?    Didn't  I  cell 
you  to  cook  it  in  the  gas  stove?" 

"Yis,  mum ;  but  the  gas  stove  went  out." 

"Why  didn't  you  light  it  again?" 

"I  couldn't,  mum ;  it'  went  out  through  tnc  roof." 


JOHNNY'S  ILLUSTRATION. 
Teacher — What  are  the  properties  of  heat,  Johnny? 
Johnny — Properties  of  heat  is  that  it  expands  bodies 
while  cold  contracts  them. 
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Teacher. — Very  good.  Can  you  give  me  an  example  ? 

Johnny — Yes'm.  In  summer,  when  it  is  hot,  the 
day  is  long;  in  winter,  when  it  gets  cold,  it  gets  very 
short. 


Why  didn't  you  put  on  the  porus  plaster  I  sent 
you?"  1 

"Plaster!    Doctor,  I'm  a  mimber  ov  th'  Hod  Car- 
riers' Union,  and  it's  against  th'  rules  for  me  to  do 
anny  plastherin',  except  in  th'  reg'lar  workin'  hours." 
r  — 

VISITED  ON  THE  CHILDREN. 

,   Tommy  Twaddles — Pa! 

Pa  Twaddles — Well,  Tommy,  what  is  it? 

Tommy  T. — What  is  the  capital  of  Afghanistan, 
how  is  it  bounded,  and  what  are  its  principal  exports? 

Pa  T. — Great  Scott!    I  don't  know. 

Tommy  T. — An'  I've  got  to  go  to  school  tomorrow 
an'  get  a  poor  grade  an'  may  be  get  a  lickin'  jest  be- 
cause I've  got  a  ignorant  father ! 

r     ■     "  ■  ■"■ 

LEST  SHE  FORGOT. 

Hubby — Now,  remember,  while  you  are  at  the  sea- 
side you  mustn't  flirt. 

Pet — Of  course  not,  you  old  goose.  See,  I  have 
tied  a  knot  in  my  handkerchief  so  I  won't  forget  I'm 
married. 


Maid — So  Madame  will  attend  the  fancy  dress  ball 
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in  the  character  of  Madame  Eve!     What  does  Ma- 
dame propose  to  wear? 
Madame  (preoccupied) — Oh !   Nothing  to  speak  of. 


'Now,  sir/'  she  commanded,  "look  me  in  the  face 
and  deny,  if  you  dare,  that  you  married  me  for 
money  ?" 

He  raised  his  eyes  until  they  were  directed  to  her 
countenance,  and  faltered: 

"Well,  I  think  I  earned  the  cash— don't  you,  dear?" 


NOTHING  DOING. 

Mr.  Hardpan — No,  I  can't  buy  you  the  dress  and 
that's  all  there  is  about  it. 

Mrs.  Hardpan — I  think  you  might.  If  you'd  only 
remember  all  I  have  to  put  up  with — «— 

Mr.  Hardpan — If  you'd  only  remember  how  little 
I  have  to  put  up  with  you  wouldn't  ask  me-  to  put  up 
for  a  dress. 


A  REDEEMING  FEATURE. 

Friend— Hello,  old  man,  I  hear  you  were  held  up 
and  robbed  by  footpads  last  night. 
Oil  Magnate — I  was. 

Friend — Awfully  unpleasant  experience,  eh? 

Oil  Magnate — Oh,  I  don't  know.  It  had  its  good 
points.  They  didn't  complain  that  my  money  was 
'tainted. 
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The  teacher  was  telling  of  the  effects  of  cigarette- 
smoking  on  the  heart,  and  added :  "People  with  weak 
hearts  often  die." 

A  deeply-interested  boy  asked  here:  "How  often 
do  they  have  to  die  before  they  stay  dead?" 


First  Boarder — This  fowl  is  about  ten  yeaf s  old. 

Second  Boarder- — How  can  you  tell? 

First  Boarder — By  the  teeth. 

Second  Boarder — But  a  fowl  has  no  teeth. 

First  Boarder— Just  so ;  but  Lhave. 


JUST  A.  HINT. 

"Yes,"  said  Slopay,  the  suit  fits  me  splendidly.  Great 
piece  of  work;  it's  a  credit  to  you." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  tailor,  "and  please  don't  forget 
that  it's  a  debit  to  you." 


HOW  DID  HE  KNOW  ? 

Freddy — Ma,  what  is  the  baby's  name? 

Ma — The  baby  hasn't  any  name. 

Freddy- — Then  how  did  he  know  he  belonged  here? 


George  (about  to  propose) — Miss  Rollins — Maud — 
there  has  been  something  trembling  upon  my  lips  for 
these  last  few  weeks. — er" — — 

Maud — (mistaking  his  meaning) — Well,  shave  it  off. 
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FORCE  OF  HABIT. 

"John,"  said  Mrs.  Flickerjy,  as  they  walked  home 
from  the  morning  service,  "it'll  be  a  long  time  before 
I  go  to  church  with  you  again. 

"Why?"  asked  Mr.  Flickerjy.    "What's  the  matter 

now?" 

"Wh$n  the  man  with  the  contribution  plate  nudged 
you,  as  he  came  to  our  pew,  you  haif  woke  up  and 
told  him  he'd  have  to  wait  till  next  week." 


CAUSE  OF  ESTRANGEMENT. 
Miss  Sweet — Do  you  know  I  find  in  that  new  bonnet 
you  look  enough  like  me  to  be  taken  for,  my  sister  ? 
Miss  Cayenne — You  horrid  thing. 

YET  SHE  UNDERSTOOD  HIM. 

"Oh,  yes,  Jack  loves  me,  but  he  never  says  so.  He 
is  fearfully  business  like  in  everything  he  does.  He's 
so  devoted  to  system  and  habit  that  he  does  some  very 
funny  things." 

"What,  for  instance?" 

"Why,  he  files  my  love  letters  in  a  pigeon  hole 
marked  'routine  reports.' " 


ALI,  FIXED. 

"I  want  to  tell  you,  old  man,"  said  Krochett,  "how 
thoroughly  ashamed  I  am  of  the  temper  I  displayed 
last  night.  Your  wife  and  sister  must  have  thought 
me  crazy." 
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"No,  tl^ey  didn't,"  replied  Brightley,  "I  fixed  that 
all  right." 
"Ah,  so  good  of  you,,  old  man." 
"Yes,  I  told  them  you  were  drunk." 


A  WARM  ALLUSION. 
"Do  you  see  that  man  across  the  street?" 
"Yes;  who  is  he?" 

"The  greatest  fellow  for  giving  you  hot  air  you  ever 
came  across. 
"Oh,  a  bluffer?" 

"Not  at  all.  He  is  at  the  head  of  a  big  heating 
company." 

BINDING  TO  MATCH. 

Sentimental  Maiden — Algernon  is  going  to  publish 
a  book  of  poems  soon.    And  they  are  so  like  himself! 

Big  Brother— Then  he  ought  to  have  them  bound 
in  calf. 


A  PRESENT  DISADVANTAGE. 
"Maria,  hasn't  that  young  man  of  yours  a  past?" 
"He  has,  father.    He  confessed  to  me  that  he  used 
to  deal  in  futures." 


CONTINENTAL  DRAWBACKS. 
"So  you  did  not  enjoy  your  automobile  trip  abroad?" 
"No;  they  made  such  a  fuss  over  there  whenever 
we  killed  anybody." 
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TOO  INDEFINITE. 

v9ung  Asirant — Sir,  may  I  count  on  yotiT  support- 
ing me? 

Practical  Citizen — That  depends,  young  man.  Are 
you  going  to  run  for  office,  or  do  you  want  to  marry 

my  daughter? 


THE  MODERN  IDEA. 

"Pop"  why  does  Justice  always  wear  a  bandage 
over  her  eyes  ?" 

"So  she  needn't  see  anything  she  doesn't  want  to 
have  to  take  notice  of,  my  son." 


LITERAL  LOCATION. 

Lawyer — Did  you  ever  go  to  Philadelphia  in  the 
interim  ? 

Witness — No,  sir ;  I  went  in  the  parlor  car. 


NATURALLY. 

"That  man  is  always  in  the  clouds." 
"Naturally ;  he  is  an  airship  inventor." 


DOESN'T  MAKE  CONNECTIONS. 

"The  girl  you  introduced  me  to  talks  so  discon- 
nectedly." 

"I  guess  that's  because  she's  a  telephQW  operator/* 
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HE  WAS  NO  HAYSEED. 

The  younger  son  of  ?  well-known  politician  of  Chi- 
cago has  spent  pretty  much  all  of  his  life  in  the  big 
city  by  the  lake,  and  consequently  knows  little  of 
country  ways  and  things,  says  Harper's  W eekly. 

.  Not  long  ago  he  visited  a  man  he  had  met  in  Chi- 
cago, and  who  maintains  a  big  farm  near  Cairo, 
whither  he  had  insisted  the  youngster  come  for  a 
lengthy  stay. 

One  day  the  Chicago  youth  was  wandering  about 
the  farm  closely  examining  the  top,  ends  and  sides 
of  a  certain  trim,  well-made  object  fenced  round  in  the 
paddock. 

"What  are  you  searching  for,  Jimmy?"  asked  the 
owner  of  the  place,  with  a  quizzical  smile. 

"Where  are  all  the  doors  and  windows?''  asked 
Jimmy. 

"Doors  and  windows!  Why,  Jimmy,  that's  a  hay- 
stack." 

"Look  here,  old  man,  exclaimed  Jimmy,  "I  may 
be  only  a  green  person  from  the  city,  but  you  can't 
bluff  me  that  way.  Hay  doesn't  grow  in  lumps  like 
that." 


GOOD  STORIES  TOLD  OF  THE  DAYS  OF 
THE  "ONE-HOSS,"  ONE-RING  SHOW. 

"The  funny  papers  and  the  three-ring  circus  have 
about  busted  up  the  clown  business,"  said  Henry  W. 
Wilson  the  other  day.    Wilson  was  for  many  years 
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*  circus  clown,  and  one  of  the  best  and  funniest  in  the 
business.    He  is  in  the  lecturing  business  now. 

'The  blacked-up  end  man  still  lives — more's  the 
pity — but  the  real  circus  jester  has  passed  into  his- 
tory like  George  Washington,  Napoleon  and  other 
famous  characters/'  he  continued. 

"In  the  days  of  Dan  Rice  and  Yankee  Robinson 
the  crowds  went  to  see  the  clown,  and  they  felt,  when 
there  was  a  good  one,  that  they  got  their  money's 
worth,  whether  there  was  much  else  to  the  show  or 
not.  There  was  an  individuality  about  the  old-time 
jester,  just  as  there  is  today  about  the  actor.  Some 
clowns  were  greater  than  others.  Today  the  ten  or 
twelve  monkeys  that  jump  around  in  the  £hree-ring 
circus  are  all  alike  to  the  spectators.  For  all  they  know 
the  performers  are  graduates  from  the  tramp  class, 
and  they  probably  are.  The  big  circus  has  developed 
the  real  jester  out  of  a  job.  l  am  not  complaining, 
because  I  quit  the  clown  business  before  the  days 
when  they  began  to  use  monkeys  for  clowns.  I  got 
converted  and  went  to  lecturing.  It  don't  pay  quite 
as  well,  but  I  retained  my  individuality,  and  that  is 
som*  •  ing. 

DAN  RICE'S  FAVORITE  JOKE. 

"Every  now  and  then  I  run  across  one  of  our  old 
jokes  in  a  newspaper  or  magazine,  and  it  brings  back 
fond  memories.  Dan  Rice  was  famous  for  creating 
unique  situations  which  would  set  the  crowd  roar- 
ing with  laughter.  In  the  rural  districts  it  was  a 
common  thing  to  see  a  young  couple  perched  high  up 


NEW  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JOKE  BOOK  53 

on  the  seats* — in  the  sky-line  row — the  boy  with  his 
arm  around  the  girl,  and  both  eating  candy  or  pop- 
corn in  supreme  content.  Dan's  keen  eye  never  missed 
such  splendid  subjects,  and  he  would  turn  to  the  ring- 
master. Then  would  follow  a  dialogue  about  ''ke  this, 
Dan  taking  the  lead : 

"  'Say,  Mr.  Smith,  do  you  know  that  I'd  rather 
be  one  of  those  people  up  there  than  to  be  President 
of  the  United  States?' 

"  'What !'  exclaimed  the  ringmaster  in  great  aston- 
ishment ;  'I  can't  imagine  any  man  in  this  crowd  who 
is  luckier  than  the  President  of  the  United  States.' 

"  'Well,  there  is ;  come  here  and  I'll  show  him  to 
you.' ; 

"Dan  takes  the  ringmaster  by  the  arm  and  rushes 
him  to  the  side  of  the  ring  and  then  points  to  his  vic- 
tims up  on  the  high  seats. 

"  'There  he  is !'  he  shouts.  'I'd  rather  be  that  young 
man  up  there  with  his  arm  around  his  girl  than  to 
be  the  President.' 

"If  you  don't  think  that  brought  a  laugh  down  you 
never  attended  a  circus.  But  Dan  ms  de  it  worse  yet. 
He  would  start  to  go  up  the  steps  with  his  hand 
pointed  at  the  miserable  counle  and  say,  as  if  trying  to 
soothe  them : 

"  'That's  all  right,  youngins ;  just  go  on  like  you  was 
and  we  won't  say  any  more  about  it.  I  had  no  idea 
these  people  would  be  so  unmannerly  as  to  laugh.' 

THE  OLD   MOTHER-IN-LAW  JOKE. 

"This  is  one  of  my  jokes  which  entered  upon  this 


life  about  the  year  1866,  and  is  still  doing  time  in 
some  of  the  almanacs :  I  rush  up  to  the  ringmaster 
crying  as  if  my  heart  was  being  shivered  to  pieces. 
The  ringmaster,  sympathetically,  wants  to  know : 

"  'What  on  earth  are  you  howling  about?  You  act 
like  you  had  lost  every  friend  on  earth/ 

"Fairly  roaring  out  my  sobs,  I  would  reply: 

"  'You'd  cry,  too,  if  you  had  had  the  miserable  luck 
that  came  to  me  today  !' 

"  'Well,  well,  there  is  no  use  going  on  that  way  ; 
tell  me  what  your  trouble  is  and  maybe  I  can  help  you/ 

"  'Nobody  can  help  me !    It's  too  terrible  !' 

"  'Tell  it,  man !  Tell  it  !'  commands  the  ringmaster. 

"  'They  had  a  wreck  on  the  Santa  Fe  Railroad  yes- 
terday. Two  trains  that  were  trying  to  pass  on  the 
same  track  butted  into  each  other  and  every  man, 
woman  and  child  on  both  trains  was  killed  in  a  minute/ 

"More  howls. 

"  'Well/  says  the  ringmaster.  'I  don't  see  what 
you're  blubbering  about.  You  didn't  have  any  people 
on  those  trains,  did  you  ?' 

"  'No ;  that's  what  the  matter  with  me.  My  mother- 
in-law  had  a  ticket  to  go  on  one  of  them,  but  was  late 
to  the  depot  and  missed  it/ 

GOT  EVEN  WITH  THE  RINGMASTER. 

"You  know  how  the  ringmaster  pops  his  whip  at 
the  clowns.  It  sounds  like  he's  whaling  the  life  out 
of  them,  but  he  don't  need  to  hurt  them  unless  he 
wants  to.  But  once  we  had  a  ringmaster  who  not 
only  pretended  to  strike  me  with  his  whip,  but  he  did 
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it  so  realistic  that  he  raised  great  black  and  blue  marks 
on  my  back. 

"It  happened  that  this  ringmaster  had  an  uncle  in 
one  of  the  Northern  cities  who  was  not  rated  as  strictly 
honest.  It  was  said  that  he  had  contracted  some 
heavy  obligations  with  friends,  and  by  some  clever 
transfers  of  property  had  evaded  payment.  Nearly 
everybody  in  that  town  knew  about  this  dishonest 
transaction  and  was  down  on  him.  When  we  reached 
that  place  I  saw  a  chance  to  even  up  with  my  tor- 
mentor for  the  slashing  he  had  given  me.  Mr.  Ring- 
master didn't  know  what  was  coming,  and  it  seemed 
like  he  was  trying  to  pay  me  up  that  night  for  all  the 
feeling  the  people  had  expressed  against  his  saintly 
uncle.  So  you  will  understand  what  follows.  I'll 
explain  that  the  ringmaster  didn't  get  up  the  jokes  in 
those  days ;  he  was  simply  to  follow  the  clown's  lead. 
His  part  was  very  easy,  and  could  be  prepared  without 
any  previous  study.  By  and  by  my  time  came,  and  I 
fired  an  old  conundrum  at  him,  which  every  school- 
boy in  the  land  has  heard  over  and  over  again  : 

"  'Say,  Mr.  Smith,  did  you  ever  see  me  jump?' 

"  'No,  I  never  saw  you  jump.    Can  you  jump  high?' 

"  That  don't  express  it.  Why,  I  can  jump  as  high 
as  that  200- foot  center  pole  there !' 

"  'Impossible  T  I'll  bet  you  a  hundred  dollars  against 
a  nickel  that  you  can't  do  it/  he  says. 

"The  alleged  money  was  put  into  the  hands  of  a 
general  utility  man,  and  then  I  jumped  a  foot  or  two 
in  the  air.   The  ringmaster  in  great  glee  demands  his 
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money,  but  I  tell  the  ^  .keholder  to  hold  on  to  it  until 
we  see  how  high  the  pole  is  going  to  jump.  That's 
the  end  of  the  gag,  but  on  this  occasion,  in  order  to  get 
my  revenge,  I  introduced  this  one: 

"  'Mr.  Smith,  did  you  ever  hear  about  me  jump- 
ing with  your  uncle?' 

"  'Why,  no.    Did  you  ever  jump  with  my  uncle?' 

"  'Yes,  I  did  that/ 

"'How  far  did  you  jump?' 

'"Oh,  I  jumped,  about  eight  and  one-half  feet  on 

the  level/ 

"He  hesitated  before  the  next  question.  I  think 
some  intuition  told  him  what  was.  coming,  but  he  dared 
not  stop  with  the  big  audience  waiting  to  hear  him 

ask  it  : 

"  'And  how  far  did  my  uncle  jump?* 

"'Well,  sir,  he  made  one  of  the  mightiest  jumps 
you  ever  saw  in  all  your  life  and  landed  $15,000  in 
debt,  but  I  never  heard  whether  he  jumped  out  again 
or  not/ 

"The  audience  enjoyed  the  joke  hugely,  because 
many  in  it  had  been  victimized  by  the  ringmaster's 
rascally  uncle.  They  led  the  cheering  and  seemed  to 
think  it  was  the  prize  joke  of  the  show.  The  ring- 
master wanted  me  discharged,  and  when  the  boss 
wouldn't  do  it  he  left. 

EASY  TO  MAKE  PEOPLE  LAUGH. 

"Dan  Rice's,  first  instructions  to  me  were  about  like 
this:  You're  the  man  to  make  them  laugh;  that's 
your  job.   If  you're  sick,  distressed  in  mind  or  body, 
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owe  any  bills,  or  are  dodging  anybody  who  is  going 
to  lick  ycu,  forget  it  until  after  the  show  is  over. 
You  must  go  into  the  ring  with  only  thought  in  view. 
You  must  keep  your  mind  and  body  healthy  and  clean 
and  then  you  will  feel  like  you  want  to  laugh  yourself, 
and  it  will  be  easy  to  make  your  audience  laugh.  The 
matter  of  making  people  laugh  is  largely  one  of  mag- 
netism ;  they  should  feel  in  their  bones  that  when  they 
look  at  your  face  they  are  going  to  smile,  whether 
you  say  anything  or  not.  I  have  known  clowns  who 
could  keep  an  audience  in  an  uproar  just  by  the  way 
they  would  move  their  mouths.  People  would  rather 
laugh  than  do  anything  else  on  earth,  and  if  you  can 
make  them  laugh  until  their  sides  ache  they  will  be 
your  friends  for  life." 


MARTIN  BECK'S  RICH  HAUL. 

Whatever  cares  and  worries  may  have  furrowed 
the  brow  of  Martin  Beck,  the  works  of  the  Orpheum 
Circuit  have  vanished  in  a  day.  A  postal  card  from 
Akron,  O.,  has  brought  to  him  the  offer  of  a  new 
vaudeville  act  which  should  carry  a  bill  through  to 
success  in  any  house  under  the  Orpheum's  control. 

Here  is  the  communication  verbatim: 

"Dear  Mr.  We  are  tumbler  actors  We  got  third 
prize  on  amateur  night  at  Gus  Sun's  Theatre  at  St. 
Mary's,  O.,  and  one  newspaper,  which  is  owned  by 
my  uncle,  said  we  was  all  right  and  good  enough  to 
go  on  the  stage  regilarly. 


'We  carry  our  own  kitchen  table  and  a  round  back 
chair,  which  we  could  bring  with  us  if  you  wanted 
us  to.  Gus  Sun  said  we  was  worth  sixteen  dollars  a 
week.  Do  you  pay  our  board  and  what  place  do  you 
want  us  to  act  out  at  first. 

"Every  one  said  we  are  natural  born-  actors,  as  our 
father  was  with  a  medicine  show.  Our  best  trick  is 
standing  on  our  hands  both  at  the  same  time  with  our 
eyes  shut. 

"I  got  your  address  out  of  the  New  York  Clipper, 
which  is  a  actor  paper.    Yours  with  loye, 

"John  Brothers/' 


A  CURE  FOR  HEART  TROUBLE. 

.George  Christie,  a  nephew  of  the  noted  minstrel 
man,  and  himself  a  well-known  composer,  says  that 
he  never  was  sorry  but  once  that  he  helped  write  a 
song. 

When  Bert  Fitzgibbon  came  to  him  with  the  lyric 
of  a  song  called  "You  Can't  Stop  Your  Heart  From 
Beating,"  young  Christie  most  enthusiastically  set  to 
work  to  put  music  to  it,  but  now  he's  sorry.  It  hap- 
pened this  way :  Christie  occupied  the  adjoining  room 
to  a  newly-married  couple  who  were  very  much  in 
love. 

The  husband  had  learned  Christie's  song,  and  all 
day  long  he  sang  it  to  his  bride.  In  the  morning  be- 
fore breakfast  his  accordion  plaited  tenor  voice  war- 
bled "You  Can't  Stop  Your  Heart  Beating  for  the 


NEW  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JOKE  BOOK 


59 


Girl  You  Love."  After  lunch  it  was  the  same,  and  as 
a  good-night  solo  he  rendered  it. 

The  last  straw  was  added  to  the  earners  back  when 
the  bride  learned  thd  song,  an  the  love-struck  couple 
sang  the  song  in  barber-shop  harmony.  This  was 
too  much  for  Christie,  and  he  left  the  hotel,  sorry  that 
he  had  ever  written  the  song. 

Passing  a  neighboring  drug  store  an  idea  struck 
him,  and  he  entered  and  purchased  a  bottle  of  carbolic 
acid.  Wrapping  it  up  in  a  neat  package,  he  presented 
it  through  the  bellboy  to  the  honeymooners  with  a  note 
that  simply  read : 

"This  will  stop  your  heart  from  beating — use  it." 


A  CHANGE  OF  TUNE. 

"Mamma,  Fm  tired  of  going  to  school." 
"What's  the  matter,  Willie?" 
"Th'  teacher"  

"Now,  don't  you  say  a  word  against  your  teacher, 
Willie.  I've  no  doubt  you  annoy  her  dreadfully,  and 
she  seems  like  a  very  nice  sort  of  person." 

"Well,  she  said  this  mornin'  that  she  didn't  think 
I  had  much  of  a  bringin'  up  at  home,  an".  

"Wait!  Did  she  say  that?  Well,  of  all  the  coarse 
impudence!    You  shan't  go  back  there  another  day." 

Exit  Willie,  grinning. 
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THE  TRIALS  AND  TRIBULATIONS  OF  AN 
ADVANCE  AGENT  WITH  A  BARN-STORM- 
ING ONE-NIGHT  REPERTOIRE  COMPANY. 

Note. — It  is  customary  for  an  advance  agent  repre- 
senting shows  to  write  a  report  each  day  to  his  man- 
ager and  forward  same  to  keep  him  posted  as  to 
the -town  the  company  plays. 

(By  an  old  agent.) 
Mr.  S.  Bluffton  Ringer, 

Mgr.  Ringer's  Ready  Repertoire  Co.: 

Dear  Sir— This  town  looks  pretty  bad  still.  You 
may  do  N  something.  I  have  done  all  1  could.  En- 
closed find  report. 

agent's  report. 
The  name  of  the  transfer  man  here  is  Shorthaul. 
He  cannot  move  your  stuff  until  afternoon,  as  he 
serves  a  milk  route  in  the  morning.  He  will  haul  the 
baggage  for  20  cents  per  piece,  round  trip,  or  $2  per 
load.  His  milk  wagon  only  holds  two  trunks,  so  you 
had  better  pay  him  by  the  piece. 

hotels. 

Commercial,  $1  single  or  double. 

Central,  $1  straight,  if  whole  troupe  occupy  one 
room.  1 

Merchants,  80  cents;  double  if  you  wash  down  stairs. 

American,  75  cents  straight.  No  heat  in  the  room*?, 
but  a  large  stove  pipe  runs  through  the  hall. 

You  had  better  stop  at  the  Merchants,  as  the  Cpera 
House  manager  is  the  landlord's  brother-in-law.  The 
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table  is  fierce,  but  the  dining-room  girls  are  very  kind. 
The  red-haired  one  is  all  right. 

NEWSPAPERS. 

The  Morning  Serpent,  The  Evening  Stinger,  and 
The  Daily  Hiss.  I  could  not  do  anything  with  the 
papers,  as  they  are  all  sore  on  the  manager.  You 
will  have  to  buy  the  soap  boxes  you  use  for  Juliet's 
balcony,  as  none  of  the  stores  will  lend  the  house 
anything. 

You  can  get  the  Town  Band  to  play  here  if  you 
give  them  "  comps "  for  themselves  and  families. 
There  are  forty-two  men  in  the  band.  The  leader 
works  in  Underwaite's  Grocery.  You  can  see  him 
when  you  go  after  the  soap  boxes. 

The  manager  here  would  not  lift  the  paper,  so  I 
billed  the  town  with  "pick-ups"  and  faked  the  dates 
with  a  marking  brush.  The  dodgers  are  here  from 
Lorain,  but  I  had  no  money  to  take  them  out;  your 
name  is  spelled  wrong  on  all  of  them.  I  will  have 
to  leave  an  order  for  my  hotel  bill,  also  a  small  bar 
bill  at  Finnegan's ;  the  day  bartender  is  a  prince.  I 
could  not  take  out  my  washing;  it  is  at  the  Silver 
Star  Laundry.  I  wish  you  would  get  it  and  keep  it 
for  me ;  it  is  40  cents.  Don't  try  to  wear  the  under- 
clothes ;  they  are  +00  small  for  you,  and  too  tender  to 
stand  the  strain. 

There  is  no  mail  here  for  you  except  a  postal  card 
canceling  your  week  in  Puke  City,  so  I  will  have  to 
dig  up  another  village  for  that  v/eek. 
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There  are  a  lot  of  short-card  men  in  this  town,  so 
you  had  better  open  up  with  "The  Hidden  Hand." 

I  needed  an  overcoat  badly,  so  I  got  one  at  Solo- 
mon's Clothing  Store  and  he  agreed  to  take  it  out  in 
advertising.  He  has  a  large  sign  painted  to  hang  on 
Juliet's  balcony ;  it  is  six  feet  long  and  four  feet  wide. 
Pie  also  wants  it  hung  on  the  wall  in  the  garden  scene 
of  Faust,  and  if  you  don't  do  it  you  will  have  to  pay 
for  the  coat  (price  $6).  Work  him  up  strong  and  I 
think  you  can  get  a  pair  of  shoes  out  of  it. 

You  had  better  lay  off  Tuesday  night  as  "Josh 
Spiffkins"  is  booked  for  that  date.  The  manager  says 
he  forgot  about  it  when  he  booked  you.  Of  course  I 
kicked,  but  he  said  he  didn't  care  whether  we  played 
the  time  or  not,  as  the  troupe  couldn't  be  much  good, 
anyway. 

I  would  have  passed  him  up  and  fixed  it  to  play  the 
Skating  Rink  instead,  but  they  wanted  cash  rent  in 
advance.      /,  ; 

There  is  no  advance  sale,  so  I  marked  off  a  dozen 
30-cent  seats.  They  never  sell  any  thirties,  anyway, 
and  most  of  the  20-cent  seats  are  broken ;  but  they  do 
a  good  10-cent  business  Saturday  nights. 

Wednesday  won't  amount  to  much,  as  there  is  a 
Grand  Army  Bean  Bake  at  Lambskin,  five  miles  from 
here;.  The  Mayor's  daughter  is  to  be  married  Thurs- 
day, and  all  the  best  people  are  invited.  Friday  is  an 
off  night,  but  everyone  thinks  you  will  do  well  Sat- 
urday. 

Pcmmerton's  Players  showed  here  last  week.  They 
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arc  all  here  yet.  They  must  be  tfp  against  it,  for 
their  property  man  told  me  he  had  to  swap  pants  with 
the  dummy  they  use  in  their  show.  I  think  they  are 
waiting  for  you  to  land,  and  will  try  to  make  a  touch 
as  I  gave  them  a  lot  of  hot  air  about  turning  them 
away  all  season. 

I  found  a  lot  of  Wild  West  paper  in  the  bill  room 
here,  so  if  the  man  in  Puckerbrush  won't  lift  the 
C.  O.  D.  I  will  bill  the  town  with  Wild  West  paper 
and  you  can  put  on  "The  Boy  Scout"  to  match  the 
lithographs. 

The  bill  trunk  went  to  pieces  here.  I  tried  to  rope 
it  up,  but  it  looked  like  a  bundle  of  lath.  I  will  take 
a  bunch  of  pick-ups  under  my  arm  to  the  next  town, 
providing  I  can  get  out  of  here.  I  must  have  $3.80  or 
I  can't  move.  The  landlord  here  is  a  cold  mark,  so 
don't  bring  any  trunks  to  the  hotel.  I  have  arranged 
for  you  to  plant  them  at  Finnegan's. 

Try  to  get  acquainted  with  some  people  on  the 
train  and  walk  up  the  street  with  them  when  you  land ; 
it  will  swell  the  size  of  the  show.  Pick  up  people 
with  good  hand  baggage  to  make  a  front.  If  the 
man  here  gets  next  that  there  are  only  four  people 
with  the  troupe,  he  won't  let  you  open.  I  told  him 
you  had  thirty  people  and  made  street  parade,  so  you 
will  have  to  square  it  somehow. 

You  had  better  bring  some  meat  for  the  dogs  with 
you,  for  you  can't  get  anything  from  the  kitchen  here ; 
it  is  hard  enough  to  get  anything  in  the  dining-room. 

I  have  done  all  I  could  to  get  you  a  good  showing 
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here,  but  "Josh  Spiffkins"  has  snowed  us  under  pretty 
bad.  I  put  some  of  our  dates  on  his  paper  after  their 
agent  left  town  and  that  will  help  some. 

Wire  me  $3.80  as  soon  as  you  get  this.  Yours, 

Will  E.  Hope, 

Advance  Agent. 

P.  S. — Don't  forget  the  washing. 


A  young  lady  went  into  Tom  Weed's  drug  store, 
and  asked  him  if  it  were  possible  to  disguise  castor  oil. 

"It's  horrid  stuff  to  take,  you  know — ugh!"  said  the 
young  lady,  with  a  shudder. 

"Why,  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Weed,  and  just  then 
another  young  lady  was  taking  some  soda  water.  Mr. 
Weed  asked  her  if  she  wouldn't  have  some,  too.  After 
drinking  it,  the  young  lady  lingered  a  moment  and 
finally  observed: 

"Now  tell  me,  Mr.  Weed,  how  you  could  disguise 
castor  oil" 

"Why,  madam,  I  just  gave  you  some." 

"My  gracious  me !"  exclaimed  the  lady.  "I  wanted 
it  for  my  sister !" 

— -     —  * 

CAME  OUi  EVEN. 
To  illustrate  how  far  wrong  one  may  go  in  trying 
to  estimate  the  goods  and  ills  in  another  man's  life, 
a  speaker  at  a  recent  public  dinner  told  this  story: 
Two  men  met  at  a  college  reunion  after  twenty-five 
years.  They  had  been  close  friends  in  the  old  days, 
but  had  lost  sight  of  each  other  since. 
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"Well,  Billy?" 
"Well,  Charley?" 

"Tell  me  about  yourself.  Where  have  you  been, 
and  what  have  you  done?  What  has  been  your  life 
all  this  quarter  of  a  century?" 

"Well,  Charley,"  said  Bill,  reflectively  and  some- 
what sadly,  "I'm  about  where  I  was  when  I  started  out 
twenty-five  years  ago." 

"That  so?" 

"Yes,  just  about  in  the  same  place." 

"But  something  must  have  happened  to  you," 

"Yes,  Fve  been  married." 

"That's  good." 

"Well,  I  don't  know.    She  turned  out  to  be  a  ter- 
rible shrew." 
"That's  bad." 

"Well,  I  don't  know.    There  was  one  compensation ; 
she  was  rich." 
"That's  good." 

"Well,  I  don't  know.    She  was  also  stingy." 
"That's  bad." 

"Well,  I'm  not  so  sure.    She  was  always  just." 
"That's  good." 

"Well,  yes,  I  suppose  so.    But  she  died." 
"That's  bad." 

j  "Well,  I  don't  know.  She  left  a  great  deal  of 
money." 

Of  course.  That  was — well,  money  is  an — advan- 
tage." 

"Yes,  it  certainly  is ;  but  she  didn't  leave  me  any." 
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"That's  bad." 

"Well,  it  might  have  been  worse.    She  left  me  a  fine 

house." 

"That's  good." 

"Yes,  that  was  good — while  it  lasted ;  but  the  house 
burned." 

"That's  too  bad." 

"Yes,  that  was  bad.  It  wasn't  insured,  either.  So 
I'm  just  where  I  was  when  I  started." 


HEROIC  TREATMENT. 

A  subscriber  to  a  telephone  exchange  asked  to 
be  placed  in  communication  with  his  medical  man. 

Subscriber — My  wife  complains  of  a  severe  pain  at 
the  back  of  her  neck,  and  occasional  nausea. 
-  Doctor — She  must  have  malaria. 

Subscriber — What's  best  to  be  done  ? 

At  that  moment  the  clerk  at  the  central  station 
altered  the  switch  by  mistake,  and  the  unlucky  hus- 
band received  the  reply  of  a  mechanical  engineer  in 
answer  to  the  inquiries  of  a  mill-owner. 

Engineer — I  believe  the  inside  is  lined  with  excoria- 
tions to  a  considerable  thickness.  Let  her  cool  dur- 
ing the  night,  and  in  the  morning,  before  firing  up, 
take  a  hammer  and  pound  her  vigorously.  Then  get 
a  garden  hose  with  a  strong  pressure  from  the  main, 
and  let  it  play  freely  on  the  parts  affected. 

To  his  great  surprise,  the  doctor  never  heard  from 
his  patient  again. 
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RULES  OF  THE  DOLLAR-A-DAY  BOARDING- 
HOUSE, 

BY  WINFIELD  BURNS. 

1.  Board,  fifty  cents  per  square  foot. 

2.  Breakfast  at  five,  dinner  at  six,  supper  at  seven. 

3.  Inmates  are  requested  not  to  speak  to  the  dumb- 
waiter. 

4.  Inmates  wishing  to  rise  early  in  the  morning  can 
have  either  self-raising  flour  or  yeast  for  supper. 

5.  Inmates  wishing  to  do  a  little  driving  will  find 
nails  and  hammer  handy. 

6.  The  hotel  is  handy  to  the  morgue  and  all  ceme- 
teries.   Hearses  to  hire,  twenty-five  cents  a  day. 

7.  If  the  room  is  too  warm,  open  the  window  and 
and  see  the  fire-escape. 

8.  If  you  would  like  to  see  some  good  jumping, 
lift  the  mattress  and  see  the  big  spring,  or  you  can 
raise  the  window  and  see  a  horse-fly. 

9.  If  you  wish  to  practice  baseball,  you  will  find 
a  pitcher  handy. 

10.  Separate  tables  for  lunatics,  rubber-necks  and 
mothers-in-law. 

11.  As  there  is  no  clock  in  the  room,  you  can  hear 
the  bed  tick. 

12.  If  you  are  troubled  with  the  nightmare,  you  will 
find  a  rope  on  the  bed-post.  * 

13.  No  lady  will  chew  tobacco  in  a  first-class  hotel. 


Mrs.  Ortis — When  I  was  engaged  to  my  husband 
he  was  the  very  light  of  my  existence. 
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Miss  Williams — And  now? 

Mrs.  Ortis — The  light  goes  out  every  night. 

BILLIE  BROWNELL. 
A  city  boarder  was  complaining  one  morning  about 
the  tough  steak  served  that  morning  for  breakfast. 
The  farmer-landlord  gave  that  summer  boarder  a  hard 
look,  and  sez,  sez  he :  "Don't  talk  -to  me  about  tough 
steak.  The  toughest  tenderloin  I  ever  saw  was  right 
in  your  little  old  New  York  City." 

Patrick  Mulligan  had  never  wed.  A  kindly-disposed 
lady  caller  once  asked  his  mother  if  she  supposed  her 
son  ever  would  marry?  Mrs.  Mulligan  shook  her 
head  sadly,  and  said:  "I  guess  not,  for  there  has 
never  been  a  woman  who  could  stand  pat !" 


I  was  down  in  dear  old  Maine  last  week.  Great 
place !  Great  place  for  hunting !  In  the  backwoods  the 
sportsmen  were  huntings  bear,  and  in  the  cities  the 
State  officers  were  hunting  beer ! 


Ah  ha!  I  discern  that  we  have  an  orchestra  this 
evening.  How  nice !  What  a  fine  looking  set  of  mas- 
culines. Look  at  the  colored  nosegay  the  drummer  is 
sporting.  I  think  Beatrice  gave  him  that.  Look  at 
the  gay-colored  nose  the  leader  is  sporting.  I  think, 
I  know,  BEER  gave  him  that.    Yes  ? 


Fire  in  a  shoestore  last  week— great  loss.  Immense 


NEW  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JOKE  BOOK  69 


sale  of  burnt  leather  souvenirs  all  this  week  at  same 
number. 


There  was  a  swell  wedding  near  where  I  board  last 
week.  Rice  soup  has  been  on  the  bill  of  fare  every 
day  since. 


Hats  off!  I  will  now  lead  you  on  a  word  journey 
through  a  country  cemetery  rich  in  epitaphs : 

Rum  is  a  curse,  and  many  it  kills ; 
But  this  unfortunate  took  some  pills. 
— A  foolish  move  on  his  part,  I  am  sure. 

Here  lies  a  man ;  his  name  was  Chase. 
He  got  his  in  an  auto  race. 
t — A  fast  career,  with  a  quick  finish. 

Here  sleeps  little  Johnny  Hall, 
A  bat  hit  him  instead  of  a  ball. 
— He  took  his  base  on  fouls. 

Here  lies  the  remains  of  Obediah  Wiggin. 
A  landslide  where  he  was  diggin\ 
— Shifting  scenery  broke  his  back. 

A  grizzled  Maine  guide  lies  buried  here, 
Some  fool  sportsman  shot  him  for  a  deer. 
— Died  from  exposure  and  excitement. 
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Sacred  to  the  memory  of  a  jay  named  Shedd, 
Who  blew  out  the  gas  and  jumped  into  bed. 
— He  is  still  dreaming  of  cheaper  gas. 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb, 

His  nose  was  black  as  mud, 

And  tho'  other  sheep 

Were  sold  for  meat, 
He  lived  long  to  chew  his  cud. 

He  followed  her  to  a  picnic, 
In  old  Deak  Johnson's  grove, 

And  fforn  rest, 

In  paper  nest, 
A  hornet  horde  he  drove. 

—And  they  all  got  stung. 

TOPPY,  AND  TALES  OF  THE  STAGE. 
An  Absolutely  Original  Book. 
Respectfully  inscribed  to  Wm.  J.  Lee.   By  Dan  Feeley. 


TOPPY'S  IDEA  OF  WIT. 

"Phwat  is  wit?  Eli  Perkins  axed  that  question 
twinty  years  ago,  and  by  the  living  tinker,  outside  of 
meself,  Pat  Dooley,  and  George  Ade,  the  bucko  phwat 
warms  over  stories  maarked  B.  C.,  instid  av  A.  De, 
there's  divil  a  wan  thot's  bin  able  t'  take  a  whack 
at  the  man's  question  t'  this  day.    But,  hould  now ; 
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Maark  Twain,  that  ould  white-headed  rooster  phwat 
strutted  around  Washington,  thrying  to  jolly  the 
sinitors  into  passin'  the  copyright  bill,  is  the  only  wan 
of  the  ould  fleet  that's  aloive  now.  Fether  the  rest 
av  thim  doid  of  starvation,  or  not,  Bradstreets  or 
Finily  P.  Dunne  don't  tell  us. 

"  'Wit  is  an  exaggeration/  says  Perkins,  'that  one 
laughs  at/  That's  all  right  fer*  Perkins  t'  say,  but  he 
niver  got  the  stuffin'  whalloped  out  av  him  fer  tellin' 
an  exaggeration  to  his  ould  man  like  I  did,  begorry, 
or  he  wouldn't  say  it  was  something  t'  laugh  at. 
My  ould  man  used  t'  call  an  exaggeration  a  dam  lie — 
and  act  accordingly. 

"Look  here,  av — What's  mine?  O  gimmie  a  shart 
one.  Av  coorse,  as  far  as  the  mother-in-law  joke 
goes,  the  ould  fellers  is  got  it  on  us  there,  all  right — all 
right.  They  had  the  experiances  furst,  and  another 
thing,  later-day  humor  never  lived  long  enough  to 
have  a  mother-in-law,  anyway.  Now,  here's  phwat  I 
suggest : 

"Whinever  yez  sthart  a  new  story,  where  the 
mother-in-law  is  going  to  butt  in,  lave  enough  space 
fer  the  character  to  wander  round  in — see?  just  fer 
ould  toimes  sake — see?  Then,  all  av  a  suddint,  have 
yer  haro  give  her  a  dose  av  poison,  get  off  some  mush 
'bout  jokers'  martardom,  thin  to  rub  it  in  good  ard 
harrd,  have  her  buried  in  a  Protestant  grave-yard. 
Now,  to  folly  this  line  av  instructions,  yer  s/ill  have 
buorne  out  my  theory,  that :  'Brevity  is  the  soul  av 
wit/ 
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"The  mother-in-law  gag  of  Aeshine*,,  Socrates, 
Chrysippus,  Leander,  Lulu,  Mark  Twair  and  the  Dan- 
bury  News  Man,  has  got  to  go — s-e-.? 

"Lard  Heavens,  there's  lots  av  other  subjects  to 
make  fun  av  besides  mother-in-laws,  and  other  old- 
fashioned  butts  of  wit.  Phwat's  the  matter  wid  Teddy 
Rooseveldt  and  Andy  Carnigy  trying  that  simplified 
spellin'  stunt  av  Josh  Billings?  That  aught  to  be  an 
inexhaustible  vein.  Thin,  again,  there's  Bernard 
Shaw,  and  the  academic  criticism  av  play  actors  some 
av  the  mushroom  magazines  have  in  their  columns, 
begob.  Tliim  aught  t'  make  ye  roar.  Now,  look  fur- 
der  down  the  line,  and  yez'll  find  monkey  dinners, 
monkey  houses,  Hearst's  politics,  Harry  Lehr's  and 
a  thousand  other  things  thot'll  fairly  make  yez  scream, 
not  sayin'  a  thing  about  the  furrin'  counts  and  jukes 
wot  marries  our  dollar  signs,  and  Bates  hell  out  av 
thim  the  minute  they  gets  thim  home^  in  their  own 
house." 

"I  wuz  goin' — O  gimme  the  same;  something  soft 
fer  a  chaser — and,  begob,  I  will,  tell  yez  how  I  sit 
down  t'  write  a  joke.  Now,  the  furst  thing  I  does,  if 
I'm  sober,  is  walk  around  the  house,  madder 'n  hell 
at  everything,  kickin'  the  kids  out  av  th*  way,  and 
pullin'  over  ould  papers  and  books,  lookin'  fer  a 
subject  that'll  look  new,  and  at  the  same  toime  save 
me  originating  wan.  Sometimes  I  looks  over  the 
writings  of  Modern  Humorists,  but,  as  I  wants  some- 
thing original,  from  something  is  original,  these  essays 
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can't  be  depended  on;  so  i  have  to  go  back  to  Alex. 
Sweet  an'  the  Texas  Sif 'tings. 

"Bare,  in  mind;  I  have  no  moostache  t'  decave  yez: 
Now,  fer  example,  I'll  take  the  subject  Circus: 
Quicker  thin  I  could  hawk  t'  spit,  I  qualifies  it  by 
Three  Rings.  So  far,  so  good.  Now,  to  peroxide  it. 
I  mane#t'  paradox  it.:  A  Circus  and  Three  Rings, 
will  go  into  a  Telephone  Booth,  how  many  toimes? 
Thin  down  I  sits,  lights  a  corncob  pipe  (I  ain't  pros- 
pered to  the  cigar  smokin'  stage  yit)  and  after  havin' 
it  in  me  nut  thot  I  can  make  somethin'  out  av  a  tele- 
phone bell,  and  the  three  rings  av  a  circus,  I  thinks 
out  the  folios: 

"Once  upon  a  time  the  two  shows  of  P.  T.  Barnum 
and  John  Robinson  happened  to  be  exhibiting  in  the 
same  town  and  on  the  same  date.  Although  Robin- 
son's outfit  was  considerably  dwarfed  by  the  mam- 
moth affair  of  Barnum's  he  (Robinson)  carried  cer- 
tain novelties  that  made  up  far  what  he  otherwise 
lacked  in  magnitude. 

"Barnum  was  extremely  jealous  of  his  rival's  suc- 
cess, and  never  lost  an  opportunity  to  show  his  su- 
periority over  his  competitor's  show.  On  this  par- 
ticular day,  it  so  happened,  that  Barnum  had  occasion 
to  borrow  something  from  Robinson's  exhibition,  and 
decide,d  to  use  a  telephone. 

"Telephones  at  that  day  were  in  an  embryo  state, 
and  when  one  wished  to  call  up,  he  had  to  give  Cen- 
tral th*  name  and  the  number  of  rings — all  subscribers 
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being  on  the  one  wire.  With  this  rule,  the  great  P,  T. 
Barnum  was  unfamiliar. 

"Putting  the  receiver  to  his  ear,  he  asked  the  main 
office  for  John  Robinson's  Circus. 

"The  Central  replied  Robinson  was  busy  just  then, 
and  to  ring  him  up  later,  using  the  call  'John  Robin- 
son— one  ring/  .... 

"Barnum,  thinking  the  girl  was  guying  him  when 
she  said  'one  ring/  almost  tore  the  phone  off  the  wall 
as  he  yelled  back : 

"  'M-y  w-o-r-d  —  J-o-h-n  R-o-b-i-n-s-o-n  a-n-d 
o-n-e  r-i-n-g.  Huh!  Lady,  this  is  P:  T.  Barnum  and 
three  rings.  , Understand?  Three  rings,  two  plat- 
forms, Jenny  Lind,  and  the  Dog- faced  Boy.  I-n- 
d-e-e-d ;  one  ring.  Don't  forget,  Madame,  P.  T.  Bar- 
num with  three  rings — t-h-r-e-e  r-i-n-g-s!' 


"So  yez  can  aisly  see  how  a  joke  is  made.  All  yez 
have  t'  do  is  sthart  it,  and  don't  finish  it  till  'tis  done. 
Aziest  thing  in  the  world,  or  any  other  newspaper/* 

ORIGINAL  ADVENTURES  OF  TOPPY. 

BY  DAN  FEELEY. 

Not  so  many  nights  ago,  Toppy  sat  listening  to  a 
professor  who  was  lecturing  on  "Modern  Social  Evils/' 
As  the  evening  wore  on,  the  orator  became  more  ex- 
cited. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  shouted,  "where  ate  the  men  of 
yesterday?  Where  are  the  little  children  who  watched 
the  matchless  soldiers  of  Lincoln,  as  they  marched 
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to  the  field  of  battle  ?  Where  is  their  money  ?  Why, 
I  only  know  a  handful  today — that  draw  interest!" 

"And  I  know  some  more,"  interrupted  Toppy,  "that 
draw  beer!" 


>  ,  Later  in  the  evening,  the  preacher  went  on  to  tell 
of  other  great  national  figures,  their  deeds,  and  the 
good  they  had  done  for  the  nation. 

"Who  ?"  he  yelled  out,  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  "Who 
cared  for  the  nation's  ills  one  short  half  century  ago  ? 
I  say  it  again :  Who  cared  for  the  nation's  ills  in 
1823?" 

.  "Plaze,  sir,"  butts  in  the  Irishman,  getting  up  from 
his  seat,  "my  son  Dan,  phwat  graddiated  from  High 
School,  says  a  feller  named  Monroe  done  the  doc- 
torine." 


"Does  ya  know,"  says  Toppy,  "that  yez  can't  get 
an  Italian  to  wear  a  watch  wud  a  white  face?" 
"How  is  that?"  I  asked. 
"They're  scared  av  the  black  hands." 


"Spaking  about  time-pieces,"  continued  the  tad, 
lighting  his  pipe,  "fin  I  furst  came  to  this  country,  I 
went  to  work  fer  a  gentleman,  helpin'  him  move  his 
furniture  out  av  a  barn  where  he  had  it  stored  away. 
'Mongst  the  traps  was  a  great  big  ould- fashioned 
grand-father  clock.  After  we  got  the  time-piece  set 
up  in  the  hall,  I  opens  the  doors  and  out  pops  a  whole 
brood  of  little  chickens." 
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"My!"  spoke  up  the  gentleman,  scprsed  at  the 
appearance  of  the  feathered  family,  "Some  person 
must  have  put  the  eggs  in  there  to  hatch." 

"No  doubt,"  butts  in  his  wife,  wid  a  wink  at  me 
on  the  side;  "and  not  finding  a  chicken  handy,  set 
the  clock." 


One  day  when  Toppy  was  turning  into  the  Battery 

from  W         street,  he  was  just  in  time  to  see  a 

young  fellow  run  down  by  an  automobile.  Hurrying 
over  to  the  prostrate  figure  on  the  ground,  he  tried 
to  get  him  on  his  feet,  just  as  an  old  man  came  up, 
and  wanted  to  know  what  the  matter  was. 

"He's  hurted,"  says  Toppy. 

"Yes,"  I  see  he  is,"  answered  the  old  man.  "Better 
bring  him  to  the  Doc.  right  away,"  added  the  stranger, 
as  he  walked  away. 

The  Irishman  puts  the  injured  fellow  over  his 
shoulder  and  starts  down  the  street.  A  few  minutes 
later,  the  old  man  suddenly  turning  a  corner,  finds 
the  Mick  trying  to  throw  the  limp  figure  in  the  river. 

"Hey!  What  are  you  trying  to  do  there?"  de- 
manded the  old  fellow,  indignantly. 

"You  ould  fool,"  says  Toppy,  "didn't  yez  just  tell 
me  to  bring  him  to  the  dock?" 


A  morning  or  two  ago  Toppy  and  a  friend  was 
inspecting  the  jailyard  of  a  local  State  prison.  Com- 
ing across  a  corner  in  the  grated  corridor,  they  en- 
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countered  the  wooden  gallows,  with  the  rope  still 
dangling  in  the  soft  breeze  of  the  morning  air. 

"There,"  said  his  friend,  pointing  to  the  instru- 
ment of  execution,  "there  is  the  end  of  many  a  good, 
strong,  noble  man,  who  trod  life's  path,  only  to  have 
it  end  in  the  shadow  of  the  hangman's  noose." 

"Begob,"  says  Toppy,  philosophically,  "I  know  men 
in  the  ould  country  gotten  up  on  the  same  lines." 

One  day  a  certain  doctor  was  telling  his  wife  of 
the  origin  of  the  goose,  and  its  gawky  habits. 

"To  prove  it,"  says  he,  "Til  ask  this  gentleman," 
facetiously  referring  to  the  janitor  Toppy,  who  had 
just  finished  sweeping  down  the  hall 

"Now,  isn't  it  true,  my  man,"  asked  the  M.  D., 
trying  to  be  funny,  "that  quacking  geese  first  came 
ovur  from  Ireland?" 

"  'Tis  to  be  sure,-  sir ;  but,  bad  cess  to  'em,  they 
wasn't  in  Amerikey  a  week,  d'ye  moind,  before  the 
medical  profession  stole  every  one  of  their  quacks." 

One  night  Toppy  and  his  wife  got  info  an  argu- 
ment over  the  care  of  hair,  and  the  different  ways  of 
making  it  look  nice. 

"You  know,  Toppy,"  said  the  wMiian,  with  a  su- 
preme air  of  knowing  it  all,  "that  .here  is  a  consider- 
bla  amount  of  electricity  in  the  hair?" 

"You  don't  say  so,"  spoke  up  Toppy,  smiling,  and 
do  you  mane  t'  say  that  there  is  electricity  in  your 
hair?" 

"To  be  sure,"  answered  the  dame,  knowingly. 
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"Well,  ma'am,"  triumphantly  replied  the  Mick,  "now 
I  know  why  yer  so  dam  light-headed." 


Toppy  was  walking  down  town  with  a  couple  of 
friends  the  other  day,  when  a  dispute  arose;  Who 
could  give  the  sharpest  answer  to  the  question,  What 
would  you  do  with  a  barber's  daughter  if  you  had 
her? 

"Well,  sir,"  said  the  first,  "I'd  lather  go." 

"Me  too,"  said  the  second  fellow,  "and  if  she 
didn't,  I'd  say  'next.'" 

"I'll  give  yez  the  sharpest  answer  of  all,"  says 
Toppy.    "I'd  take  her  home  and  razor." 

Toppy  was  reading  aloud,  where  a  boat  load  of 
cradles  was  wrecked  in  a  storm. 

"Isn't  that  tumble?"  says  Mrs.  Toppy.  "How  did 
it  happen?" 

"The  rocks,  I  guess,"  snickered  Toppy,  behind  the 
paper. 


Many  years  ago,  Toppy  brought  his  wife  to  see  a 
performance  of  the  "Black  Crook."  During  the  second 
act,  a  big  blonde  walks  up  front  and  begins  to  sing. 

"My  staars,"  said  the  old  woman,  fixing  her  eyes 
on  the  pink  tights  of  the  vocalist*  "the  brazen  ould 
thing.    She  can't  have  much  honor,  Toppy?" 

"She  hasn't  a  hell  uv  a  lot  on  her,  that's  a  cinch," 
commented  the  Mick,  studying  his  program. 
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Day  before  yesterday,  Toppy's  wife  had  a  telephone 
-put  in  the  house  so  to  be  in  line  with  the  rest  of  the 
neighbors.  Tpppy,  himself,  could  never  be  induced 
to  go  near  one,  but  this  day  no  one  happened  to  be 
home  when  the  bell  rang,  so  the  Mick  had  to  answer 
it  himself.  Grabbing  the  receiver,  he  puts  it  to  his 
ear,  as  the  voice  at  the  other  end  says  "Hello  ?" 

"Hello  !  How  are  ya  ?"  answers  Toppy. 

"Hello!  H-e-l-l-o!  Who  is  this? 

"Me,"  said  the  tad, 

"Who  are  you?"  asks  the  voice  on  the  other  end. 
"Who  wants  to  know?"  asks  the  Irishman. 
"I  do ;  I  do.    The  man  on  this  end." 
"Well,  begorry,  I  am  \he  man  on  this  end,"  replies 
Toppy. 

"No — no — no.  I  am  the  man  on  the  other  end  of 
the  telephone." 

"\yhere  are  yez  now  ?"  asks  Toppy. 

"On  this  end,"  answers  the  voice. 

"Thin  I  am  on  the  other  end.  Phwat  do  yez  want 
to  know?" 

"I  want  to  know  who  this  is?"  again  asks  the  voice. 
"I  tould  yez  a  hundred  toimes;  it's  me!" 
"Well,  who  are  you?" 

"I  am  the  man  on  this  end.  Phwat's  the  matter 
wid  yez?  Crazy?" 

Just  then  in  walks  Mrs.  Toppy.  "Sure  phwat's  the 
matter  wid  ya?"  asks  the  woman,  smelling  the  blue 
smoke. 
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'See  who  the  hell  this  is,"  yells  the  celt,  handing  her 
the  receiver,  all  the  time  glaring  at  the  telephone. 

"Hillo?"  says  the  woman,  in  a  sweet  voice,  and 
after  a  moment's  wait  she.  adds:  "No,  I  donV  at 
the  same  time  hanging  up  the  receiver. 

"Phwat  did  he  want?"  asks  Toppy,  puffing,  and 
looking  as  though  he  was  ready  to  pull  the  instrument 
from  the  wall. 

"He  wanted  to  know  phwat  time  it  was." 


"Patsy  Flummydiddle,  a  well-known  furnace-man, 
in  Niagara  Falls,  died  a  day  or  two  ago.  Toppy,  who 
read  the  notice,  looked  up  over  the  paper  and  asked 
his  wife  if  he  had  anyone  to  leave  his  money  to. 

"I  don't  think  so,"  said  Mrs.  T. 

"And  all  the  money  he  made  in  the  furnace  busi- 
ness, and  still  left  no  heir?"  commented  Toppy,  sur- 
prised. 

"Not  unless  it's  hot-heir,"  mumbled  the  innocent 
woman. 


For  two  seasons  our  old  friend  Toppy  ran  a  cook- 
ing school  over  on  Goat  Island,  and  the  fame  of  the 
man's  place  extended  to  such  enormous '  limits  that 
the  chief  editor  directed  I  take  my  pad  and  pencil 
and  get  a  real  verbatim  report  of  the  jolly,  handed 
out  to  the  pupils  by  the  irresistible  Mick. 

"Well,  now,  me  buckoos,"  Toppy  was  sayin,  as  I 
took  my  seat  on  the  rostrum,  "I  want  to  tell  yez  about 
the  care  of  milk,  in  the  hot  days  of  the  summer. 
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Itauk — understand — should  be  placed  on  a  chair  in 
the  hot  weather;  under  no  consideration  should  it  be 
allowed  to  stand.  And  another  thing,"  continued  the 
witty  Irishman,  "when  yez  sarve  potaties  cold,  have 
the  humanity  to  lave  their  jackets  on,  and  apart  from 
this,  everyone  knows,  the  hustle  and  bustle  of  gettin' 
up  a  dinner.  Don't  get  very  mad.  Don't  get  frus- 
trated. Don't  get  excited — mind  yer  eye.  Never 
let  a  cup  av  hot  tea  fall  down  yer  little  child's  neck. 
Sure  as  hell,  it's  a  sign  av  an  accident  in  the  family." 

Someone  in  the  class  asked  how  oderetts  were  made. 

"Oderetts,"  says  Toppy,  "can  best  be  made  by 
placing  one  finger-full  of  hair  on  the  top  av  any  live 
kitchen  stove." 

"How  about  the  care  of  a  house?"  piped  up  a  little 
dame  over  in  the  corner. 

"Spaking  on  thim  lines,"  answers  the  tad,  "I'll  say 
this :  "Never  put  the  spit-tune  on  the  peanny.  Doors 
should  be  left  open,  fin  not  shut.  "Now,  gasoline," 
continued  Toppy,  "is  all  right  fer  clanin',  buft  it 
should  never  be  used  fer  cookin'  unless  coroners  and 
undertakers  can  asily  be  reached/' 

"Mr.  Toppy,"  spoke  up  a  maiden  lady,  at  this  point, 
"will  you  please  say  something  about  the  onion  habit." 

With  a  supreme  effort  to  appear  accommodating, 
Toppy  bursts  out : 

"A  little  onion  now  and  then^ 
Is  good  to  strenghten  any  men; 
around  the  mouth,  anyhow,"  commented  the  Mick, 
in  an  undertone. 
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"I  say,  Mr.  Toppy,"  butts  in  a  society  dream  from 
the  West  Side,  "arn't  olives  and  spices  great  for  sea- 
soning ?" 

"You  bet,"  says  Toppy,  "but  the  nutmeg's  grater. 
So  is  bananas/'  continued  our  hero,  in  a  facetious 
vein.  "Bananas,  crushed  to  earth,  will  rise  again,  but 
very  few  av  the  people  they  puts  down  do." 

Someone  asked  him  if  the  family  jewels  couldn't  be 
worn  at  one  ball.  "Sure,  Mike,"  he  replies,  "but  be 
dam  careful  they  don't  go  to  three  balls.  That's 
the  pawnbroker,"  he  added,  with  a  wink  at  me. 


"And  now,  before  I  close,"  said  Toppy,  filling  his  r 
pipe,  "I  want  to  tell  my  single  friends  phwat  to  do 
wid  yelling  babies.    Give  'em  a  good-size  dose  av 
soothin'  syrup  first." 

"If  that  won't  do,  what  then?"  asks  an  old  maid, 
timidly. 

"Use  a  cork,"  cried  the  Mick,  scratching  a  match  to 
light  his  pipe.  "And  understand,"  he  added,  reach- 
ing for  his  hat,  "this  also  applies  to  old  maids,  and 
mother-in-laws.  Only  instid  av  usin'  corks,  get  a 
pineapple,  wid  a  bran  new  coat  on  it.  That's  all— - 
yez  arre  dismished." 


The  other  day  Toppy  was  standing  down  at  the 
Battery,  watching  a  boat  load  of  Italian  immigrants 
landing.  The  sharp  eyes  of  the  Mick  noticed  that  the 
trousers  on  each  one  of  the  Latins  opened  on  ths 
side. 
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"It  bates  hell,"  commented  Toppy,  pointing  out  the 
fact  to  his  friend,  "the  difference  in  countries.  Here, 
begobs,  it's  only  the  saloons  phwat's  opened  on  the 
side." 


Talking  about  immigrants,  when  Toppy  was  com- 
ing over  to  this  country,  a  terrible  attack  of  sea-sick- 
ness overcame  him  after  the  boat  was  out  a  day  or  two. 
While  he  was  in  the  throes  of  the  worst  of  it,  a  sym- 
pathetic passenger  walked  up  to  the  railing  where  our 
hero  was  leaning  over,  and  tapping  him  on  the  shoul- 
der, said :  "You  must  be  all  in,  my  friend  ?" 

"Faith,"  said  Toppy,  painfully,  "most  av  me  is — 
in  the  water." 


When  William  Randolph  Hearst  was  running  for 
the  Governorship  of  New  York,  some  wag  pasted  a  lot 
of  his  lithographs  around  the  walls  of  the  Capitol  base- 
ment. 

"Faith,"  said  Toppy,  philosophically,  on  hearing  the 
story,  "it  only  goes  to  show  that  he's  willin'  to  start 
at  the  bottom." 


One  day  Toppy  was  reading  where  a  millionaire 
aeronaut,  who  also  has  a  reputation  for  extreme 
haughtiness,  was  suspended  in  mid-air,  owing  to  an 
accident,  and  was  loudly  calling  to  a  number  of  la- 
borers for  help. 

"Faith,"  said  the  Irishman,  "I  should  think  he'd 
feel  too  far  above  them  to  ax  fer  help." 
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Toppy  was  a  bit  fastidious  in  dress,  ind  he  always 
wanted  to  look  as  sleek  and  clean  as  a  pin.  He  was 
so  particular  about  his  hands  he  never  wanted  to  work 
with  them,  so  the  old  woman  £alls  in  a  Judge  and  gets 
a  warrant  out  for  uon-support. 

"What's  them  you  got  on  your  hands  ?"  asked  His 
Honor,  sizing  up  the  fashionable  Mick's  bread  hooks. 

"Gloves,  if  you  plaze  sir,"  answers  Toppy,  in  his 
most  suave  tones. 

"Gloves,  is  it?"  butts  in  his  furious  wife,  "fy 
blhast  him,  that  ain't  awl  he's  got  on  his  hands. 
There's  eight  childer,  besoides." 


One  night  Toppy  was  trying  to  find  some  comfort 
in  a  newspaper  and  his  little  dudeen.  Suddenly  his 
little  son  Harry,  just  old  enough  to  read,  looks  up 
from  a  volumne  of  "Superstitions  of  a  Clay  Pipe," 
and  asks : 

"Pop,  what  do  it  mane  fin  ya  hear  sounds  far 
away  ?" 

"It's  a  sign  they  ain't  so  near,"  answers  the  old 
man,  turning  to  the  sporting  page. 

"Laugh  and  the  wourld  laughs  wid  j  u,"  says 
Toppy  in  a  philosophic  mood.  "But  ate  an  onion  and 
you  sleep  alone." 

1  1 

During  the  recent  strike  on  the  docks  Toppy  was 
watching  a  company  of  soldiers  doing  guard  duty, 
and  particularly  one  of  them,,  who  was  swaggering  up 
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and  down  the  platform,  with  his  head  in  the  air  higher 
than  a  kite. 

"Phwat's  that  feller,  anyhow  ?"  asked  Toppy  of  his 
companion. 

"That's  a  picket,"  answered  the  friend. 

"Yu'd  think  he  was  the  whole  fence  be  the  gait  he 
ha*." 


fh  friend  of  Toppy 's  brought  him  into  a  curio  hall 
where  a  mind-reader  was  on  exhibition.  "Of  course/' 
said  the  lecturer,  explaining  the  gifts  of  the  wonder, 
UI  don't  pretend  to  say  that  he  is  absolutely  infallible, 
but  I  will  say  this :  It  takes  him  a  considerable  longer 
time  to  read  a  strong-minded  man  than  it  does  to  read 
a  weak  one." 

At  this  explanation  a  friend  of  our  hero  yells  across 
the  hall: 

"Say,  Toppy,  he  wouldn't  be  many  minutes  reading 
yours,  would  he?" 

"Maybe  it  wouldn't,  me  bucko,"  quickly  answered 
the  celt.  "But  it  ud  take  him  such  a  shart  time  to 
rade  yours  that  yez  might  as  well  go  home  before  yez 
come  at  all,  cause  yu'd  nev  ;  have  time  to  stay  while 
yer  here." 


Toppy  was  a  witness  in  a  civil  case  where  there  was 
a  doubt  as  to  the  identity  of  the  defendant,  who  was 
accused  of  creating  a  rough  house. 

The  lawyer  for  the  prosecution,  an  extremely  young 
man,  and  given  to  the  use  of  high-sounding  English, 
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had  the  tad  on  the  stand  and  was  asking  him  ques- 
tions, something  in  this  fashion:  "Now,  Mr.  Toppy, 
kindly  tell  the  court  what  was  your  deduction,  from 
your  point  of  view,  understand,  of  the  dimensions  of 
the  accused,  from  his  cranium  to  the  lower  level  of  his 
pedal  extremities;  also  his  circumference  at  the  waist 
line." 

"Phwat's  that,  sir  ?"  asked  Toppy,  dazed. 

"Don't  you  understand  English  ?"  asked  the  lawyer, 
somewhat  nettled.  "What  was  the  length  and  the 
breath  of  the  man?" 

"Oh!  now  I  know  phwat  yer  talking  about,"  an- 
swered Toppy.  "Well,  sir,  his  length  was  about  six 
fut  and  his  breath  smelled  like  whisky." 


For  a  while  Toppy  was  editor  of  a  one-horse  paper 
published  in  Niagara  Falls.  Just  before  he  was  mar- 
ried his  fiance  sent  him  an  original  poem,  with  a  re- 
quest to  put  it  in  that  night.  After  the  Mick  sizes  up 
the  lines  for  a  while,  he  raises  both  hands  in  the  air 
and  cries  out:  Lard  av  Heaven!  I'm  in  a  heluva 
fix  now.  If  I  don't  publish  this,  Til  lose  me  darling 
and  if  I  do,  Til  lose  me  job." 


"Look  here,  Toppy,"  spoke  up  JMrs.  T.,  reading 
from  the  Gazette.  "Here's  a  piece  in  the  paper  phwat 
sayc  ?re  is  dropped  down  to  twelve  cents." 

"Begob,  if  yez  can  get  oars  fer  twilve  cints,  yez 
ought  t*  be  able  t'  buy  a  whole  row  boat  fer  two 
shillin'." 


0 
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Every  season  Toppy  visits  New  York  to  hear  the 
Metropolitan  Opera  Company.  Just  as  he  was  leav- 
ing, after  a  performance  of  "La  Boheme,,,  some  one 
asked  him  what  hotel  he  was  stopping  at. 

"The  Monkey  House,"  answered  the  wit,  lighting 
his  pipe. 


Toppy  got  into  an  argument  the  other  night  that 
finally  woufid  up  in  a  fist  fight.  After  the  scrap  was 
over  and  Toppy  once  more  got  his  bearings,  he  makes 
a  bee  line  for  home  and  mother. 

The  old  lady  was  up  when  he  got  in  the  house,  and, 
taking  one  long  look  at  the  vanquished  Mick,  ex- 
claims : 

"Phwat's  the  matter  of  ya,  Toppy?   Be  the  looks 
av  that  hat  yez  must  have  had  a  hot  time  ?" 
"Faith,  I  did.   See  how  the  hat  is  stove  in?" 


"How  is  that  friend  av  yours?"  asked  Toppy  of  an 
acquaintance  the  other  d£y. 

"Which  one  do  you  mean?"  the  man  asked. 

"Fy,  that  feller  I  saw  yez  standin*  on  the  edge  of 
the  falls  with,  I  hear  he's  dead." 

"H  i  is — he  dropped  off  that  same  day." 


Here  are  some  of  Toppy's  Geographical  Conun- 
drums: 

When  Stanley  was  in  Darkest  Africa,  how  did  the 
Indian  Sea  (see)  ? 
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When  the  Pope  wants  to  get  rid  of  a  frian,  instead 
of  saying  "23,"  he  says,  Rome  (roam). 

When  T.  Roosevelt  talks  about  race  suicide,  he 
thinks  of  Dublin  (doubling). 

When  they  ride  in  Ohio,  what  do  they  take?  A  Co- 
*  lumbus  (a  colum-bus). 

When  they  ride  in  Kentucky,  what  do  they  take? 
A  drink. 

When  Napoleon  turned  his  fleet  over  to  the  Due  de 
Kack-e-ack,  what  did  he  say?  You  can  Havre  (have 
her). 

When  you  are  asked  if  you  are  Irish,  what  do  you 
say?   Yes,  Siam  (sy~am). 

When  a  drink  tastes  good,  what  do  you  say?  I 
want  Samoa. 

When  you  see  a  good  set  of  words  without  music, 
what  do  you  ask?  You  want  to  know  what  theTunis 
(tune  is). 

When  a  man  is  about  to  be  hung,  what  does  he  say  ? 
I  Hayti's  (I  hate-ties). 

When  the  Four  Hundred  celebrate,  what  city  in  Ire- 
land do  you  think  of?  Cork. 

When  the  Germans  celebrate,  what  city  do  they 
think  of?  Beer-lin. 


When  Toppy  was  station  master  in  N.  Y.  C.  Falls 
Street  Depot,  an  excited  tourist,  who  wanted  to  stv. 
the  Falls  and  had  only  a  few  minutes'  stopover,  rushed 
up  to  his  nibs  and  said :  "How  can  I  tell  when  that 
train  starts  again?" 
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"Fin  she  begins  to  move," .  answered  the  obliging 
Mick. 


TGPPY'S  LAMENT. 
Tisn't  sugar  has  the  swaitest  taste,  by-gob, 
Nor  do  pretty  womin  have  the  slimist  waist. 

Though  you  hustle  day  and  night, 

Wid  just  time  to  get  a  bite, 
Yer  behind  in  ivery  fight,  by-gob. 

Wid  a  honey-suckle  twining  round  yer  hearrt,  by-gob, 
And  a  buxom  colleen  pinned  to  Cupid's  darrt, 

You  imagine  faith  'tis  love, 

Till  you  hunt  around  fer  grub, 
She's  away  to  Woman's  Club,  by-gob. 

You  eddycate  yer  dawter,  spind  yer  kine,  by-gob, 
In  the  hopes  she'll  be  a  teacher  bime  and  by ; 

But  yer  angry  to  the  core, 

After  spindin'  by  the  score, 
To  find  the  janitor  gets  more,  by-gob. 

You  fondly  watch  the  urchin  in  the  crib,  by-gob, 
And  you  wonder  fin  he  grows  up  phwat  he'll  be. 

Is  it  just  a  college  "sop?" 

Or  a  workin'man  or  what? 
Good  Lard,  it  ain't  a  co*>? — by-gob. 

You  paddle  round  the  muddy  stream  of  life,  by-gob, 
And  you  tie  yer  boat  agin  the  shore  of  Hope ; 
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Thin  yer  eyes  begin  to  blink, 
As  you  settle  down  and  think 
Phwat  is  life  widout  a  drink,  by-gob"? 


"PH  WAT'S  THE  DIFFERENCE." 
"Phwat's  the  difference  -bechune   the   Empire  of 
Japan  and  a  brand-new  postage  stamp  ?" 

"Not  a  hell  of  a  lot.   They'll  both  get  licked/' 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  well-balanced 
drunken  man  and  the  captain  of  a  freight  steamer?" 

"Huh!  One  holds  up  his  load;  the  other  ^loads  up 
his  hold." 


"Phwat \s  the  difference  bechune  the  gold  cure  and 
a  Niagara  Falls  hackman?" 

"One  fools  the  soaks,  and  the  other  soaks  the  foot" 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  young  married 
man  and  a  feather  pillow?" 
"That's  aisy;  the're  both  soft." 

"Phwat' j  the  difference  bechune  a  baseball  team  and 
Z  photographer?" 

"Da.rn  little;  both  make  their  livin'  on  pitchers." 

"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  George  Ade  and  a 
hen-pecked  husband  ?" 

"Fy,  George  misses  his  humor,  and  the  other  fellow 
humors  his  missus." 


NEW  POLITE  VAUDEVILLE  JOKE  BOOK 


91 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  an  Italian  fruit 
dealer  and  the  Standard  Oil  Company  ?" 

"There  isn't  any  at  all ;  both  hand  out  lemons." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  lamp  factory  and 
Wm.  R.  Hearst?" 

"One  makes  chandeliers,  the  other  tries  to  land  a 
cheer." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  the  Empire  State 
Express  and  a  barber's  tongue?" 
"Not  any — if  the  train  is  goin'." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  crowded  trolley 
car  and  a  kiss  from  a  pretty  girl?" 

"One  is  pressed  to  the  limit ;  the  other  is  pressed  to 
the  mouth." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  Niagara  Falls  and 
a  set  of  books?" 

"Not  much.   Both  can  be  gone  over." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  Andrew  Carnegie 
and  a  burglar  in  a  jewelry  store?" 

"One  watches  the  steel,  and  the  other  steals  the 
watches." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  Spanish  war  cry 
and  chronic  rheumatism  ?" 
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"One  is  'Spain  forever/  and  the  other  forever  is 
pain." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  well-dressed 
woman  and  a  pickpocket  ?" 

"One  crowds  in  the  stays,  and  the  other  stays  in  the 
crowds." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  Anna  Gould  and  a 
good  business  man?" 

"Not  a  bit.   Both  k^ep  ac-count." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  an  English  judge 
and  a  moonlight  lover?" 

"Fy,  one  is  a  knight  of  the  bench  in  a  court,  and  the 
other  courts  on  a  bench  in  the  night." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  man  in  a  boat 
and  a  bad  ballplayer  ?" 

"One  is  out  on  water,  and  the  other  is  out  on  bases." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  poor  church  mem- 
ber and  an  unlucky  racetrack  bettor?" 

"Not  a  heluva  lot.  Neither  one  ever  gets  on  the  in- 
side." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  poor  barber  and 
a  dirty  tongue  ?" 

"Not  a  damn  bit.   Both  cut.* 
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"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  a  hot-air  furnace 
factory  and  a  yellow  journal  ?" 
"I  can't  find  any,  begob.   Think  it  over  yourself." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  the  President  of  the 
United  States  and  the  Laundryman's  Association?'' 

"Fy,  the  difference  is  where  he  gets  his  Washing- 
ton." 


"Phwat's  the  difference  bechune  Senator  Tillman 
and  a  beaten  prize-fighter?" 

"One's  black  on  the  eyes,  and  the  other's  eyes  on 
the  black." 


TOPPY'S  "IFS"  AND  "ANDS." 

Mrs.  T. — I  see  in  the  papers  where  a  clothin'  firm 
was  arrested  fer  printin'  a  list  of  prices  on  an  Amer- 
ican flag.    I  wonder  phwat  they  put  thim  there  fer?" 

Toppy — "So  they  could  raise  thim,  I  suppose." 


Mrs.  T.i — "If  one  man  and  a  warship  alone  could 
take  Tokio,  in  Japan,  what  would  all  the  people  in  the 
United  States  take  ?" 

Toppy — "A  drink  on  it,  bejabers." 


Mrs.  T. — "Yer  so  smart,  Toppy,  phwat  ud  Gabriel 
do  to  you  and  your  discards  in  this  euchre  game  of 
life?" 

Toppy — "Trumpet,  I  suppose." 
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Mrs.  T. — "And  here's  a  piece  in  the  paper  that  tells 
where  a  crowd  of  hunters  spint  a  whole  day  chasm* 
a  fox."  ,    *  . 

Toppy — 'That's  nawthin' ;  niany's  a  toime  I  spint  a 
whole  night  chasm'  a  duck." 


Mrs.  T. — "It  says  here  in  the  paper  that  some  safe 
company  up  in  the  State  is  buildin'  a  lock  that'll  take 
ten  min  to  open." 

Toppy — "Such  iggorance.  That's  fer  the  Panama 
Canal." 


Mrs.  T. — "Toppy,  how  could  tile  Japs  ever  lick  this 
country  ?" 

Toppy. — "By  keepin*  the  Irish  out." 


Mrs.  T. — "Here  is  a  piece  in  the  paper  phwat  says 
the  baby  carriage  manufacturers  are  goin'  to  extind 
their  trade  awl  over  the  world." 

Toppy — "Ah !  Thim  are  the  byes  wid  the  push." 

Mrs.  T. — "Here  is  a  piece  in  the  paper  where  a  fel- 
ler wants  to  know  how  it  is  that  actors  fight  like  hell 
off  the  stage,  and  on  it  their  awl  right." 

Toppy — "They  make  up." 


Mrs.  T. — "Phwat's  the  most  dangerous  household 
animal,  Toppy  ?" 

Toppy— "The  clothes-lion." 


BUFFALO  BILL 

By  HARRY  HAWKEYE 

A  stirring  narrative  of  one  of  the  most  unique 
characters  in  the  history  of  life  on  the  great  Amer- 
ican plains. 

Buffalo  Bill,  hunter,  trapper,  pony  express  rider, 
teamster,  bronco  breaker,  scout,  Indian  fighter,  guide, 
and  one  of  the  greatest  showmen  in  the  world. 

Buffalo  Bill  has  filled—and  >  creditably— all  thtse 
various  avocations,  some  of  them  representing  the 
most  hazardous  callings  in  the  life.   The  book  is  not 
only  absorbingly  entertaining,  but  pre-eminently  in- 
structive, as  it  represents  a  faithful  picture  of  wild 
Western  life  generally,  together  with  a  volume  of 
authentic  history  relative  to  Indian  outrages  and  the 
military  campaigns  against  them,  in  which   Buffalo  Bill  and  other  celebrated 
plainsmen  and  scouts  figure  conspicuously. 
Sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  £5  cents. 
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YOUNGER  BROTHERS 

By  J.  W.  BUEL 

A  thrilling  account  of  the  desperate  deeds  of  one 
of  the  most  daring  bands  of  robbers  who  ever  oper- 
ated in  the  Southwestern  States,  and  containing  a 
brief  history  of  the  Younger  Brothers  during  the 
Civil  War,  in  connection  with  the  exploits  of 
Charles  William  Quantrell,  the  most  famous  guer- 
rilla chieftain  ever  recorded  in  the  military  history 
of  the  world. 

Driven  into  outlawry  by  the  inhuman  treatment  of 
powerful  foes,  the  Younger  Brothers  and  their  asso- 
ciates inaugurated  a  system  of  predatory  warfare 
against  society,  the  like  of  which  for  desperate  cour- 
age  and  phenomenal  success  has  never  been  equaled 
except  by  their  own  first  cousins,  the  James  Broth- 
ers, and  in  company  with  whom  many  of  their  daring  robberies  were  executed. 
Sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  25  cents. 


PRICE,    25  CENTS 

JAMES  BROTHERS 

By  J.  W.  BUEL 

A  stirring  narrative  of  the  lives  and  daring  train 
aud  bank  robberies  and  other  deeds  of  the  famous 
James  Brothers,  whose  names  the  world  over  are 
synonymous  for  everything  that  makes  for  utter 
recklessness  an,d  courage  in  the  pursuit  and  perpe- 
tration of  desperate  crimes  against  life  and  property* 

The  James  Boys  were  first  initiated  Into  a  life  of 
absolute  fearlessness  in  the  face  of  the  great  danger 
during  the  Civil  War,  when  thev  served  under  the 
/anions  guerrilla  chieftain,  Charles  William  Quan- 
trell. Inured  to  the  turbulent  lifp  Incident  to  war. 
and  made  callous  to  the  value  of  human  life  by  the 
constant  spectacle  of  violent  deaths,  the  James  Boys 
very  readily  drifted  into  a  career  of  vldlenee  and 
crime  after  the  cessation  of  hostilities  between  the 
States.  The  book  is  exciting  in  the  highest  decree, 
Bead  it.  Sent  posteM  upon  receipt  of  15  cent*. 


) 


Rube  Burrow,  King  of  Outlaws 

By  HARRY  HAWKEYE 

Rube  Burrow,  the  subject  of  tbis  book,  was  the  most 
daring  train  robber  who  ever  operated  in  his  section  of 
the  country.  The  book  is  full  of  action  and  gives  a 
faithful  account  of  the  celebrated  robber's  life  and  bold 
deeds  in  the  pursuit  of  his  unlawful  calling. 

The  author  gives  a  vivid  description  of  Rube  Burrow's 
various  train  robberies,  the  murder  of  the  postmaster, 
his  many  escapes  from  pursuing  posses  and  bloodhounds, 
and  the  holding  up  of  a  train  all  by  himself,  which  in 
all  the  annals*  Of  bold  acts  is  considered  the  limit  of 
desperate  courage,  coupled  with  monumental  audacity. 

Also  gives  Rube's  escape  from  jail  and  the  du^l  with 
the  detective. 


Sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  25  cents. 


PRICE,   25  CENT* 

THE  DALTON  BROTHERS 

By  HARRY  HAWKEYE 

The  life  history  of  the  famous  Dalton  Brothers,  a  f uH 
description  of  the  careers  and  desperate  deeds  ot 
the  fearsome  Dalton  gang". 

For  years  the  name  of  Dalton  inspired  terror  in  the 
souls  of  every  peaceable  citizen  throughout  Oklahoma, 
Indian  Territory  and  several  others  of  the  Southwestern 
States,  their  notoriety  extending  even  into  the  State  of 
California. 

The  operations  of  the  gang  are  followed  throughout 
the  book  with  unusual  fidelity  of  detail  and  realistic 
description,  placing  the  scenes  attending  their  noted 
train  and  bank  robberies  before  the,  reader.  The  book 
bristles  with  humorous  incidents  and  quaint  sayings  of 
the  outlaws ;  also  gives  a  bird's-eye  view  of  their  m^ner  of  life  when  not  ac« 
tively  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  crime. 

Sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  25  cents. 


PRICE,   25  CENTS 

TRACY,  KING  OF  BANDITS 

By  HARRY  HAWKEYE 

A  graphic  and  realistic  narrative  of  the  life,  crimes 
and  thrilling  adventures  of  Harry  Tracy,  the  most  re- 
nowned bandit  in  the  world's  history. 

The  daring  exploits  of  this  famous  and  fearless  out- 
law, and  his  numerous  miraculous  escapes  from  peniten- 
tiaries and  the  hosts  of  armed  hunters  who,  stimulated 
by  the  large  rewards  offered  for  his  capture,  pursued 
him  to  his  death,  constitute  a  veritable  panorama  of 
romantic  situations  and  climaxes,  which  oury  in  the 
shadow  of  the  commonplace  the  wildest  nights  of  the 
most  famous  novelist's  vivid  imagination. 


SEL>£ -TAUGHT  LANGUAGE  S£RI1~S 

GERMAN  SELF-TAUGHT 
By  Franz  Thimm. 
"Sprechen  Sie  Deutsche 
A  new  system,  on  the  most 
simple  principles,  for  Universal 
Self-Tuition,  with  English  pro- 
nunciation of  every  word.  By 
this  system  any  person  can  be- 
come proficient  in  the  German 
language  in  a  very  short  time. 
This  book  also  contains  a  table 
which  shows  the  comparative 
value  of  German  and  American 
money.  It  is  the  most  complete 
and  easy  method  ever  published. 
By  Franz  Thimm.  (Revised  Edi- 
tion.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 

FRENCH  SELF-TAUGHT.  "Parlez  vous  Francaisr 

By  Franz  Thimm.  Uniform  and  arranged  the  same  a  3 
"German  Self-Taught,"  being  the  most  thorough  and  easy 
system  for  Self-Tuition.    (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 

SPANISH  SELF-TAUGHT.  "I  Habla  V.  Espanol?* 

By  Franz  Thimm.  A  new  system  for  Self-Tuition,  ar- 
ranged the  same  as  French  and  German,  being  the  easiest 
method  of  acquiring  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  Spanish 
language.    (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.   Price  25  cts. 

ITALIAN  SELF-TAUGHT.  "Parlate  Italiano?" 

By  Franz  Thimm.  Uniform  in  size  and  style  with  Ger- 
man, French  and  Spanish,  being  the  most  simple  method  of 
learning  the  Italian  language.    (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 

SWEDISH  SELF-TAUGHT.  "Hur  star  det  tell" 

Uniform  and  arranged  the  same  as  "German  Self-Taught/* 
being  the  most  thorough  and  easy  system  for  Self-Tuition. 
(Revised  Edition). 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 

NORWEGIAN  SELF-TAUGHT.  "Hvorledes  garr  det  dem?" 

A  new  system  for  Self-Tuition,  arranged  the  same  a* 
French  and  German,  being  the  easiest  method  of  acquiring  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  Spanish  language.  (Revised 
Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 

POLISH  SELF-TAUGHT.  "Jak  Sie  Czujw 

Uniform  in  size  and  style  with  German,  French  and  Span- 
ish, being  the  most  simple  method  of  learning  the  PoluA 
language.   (Revised  Edition.) 

Bound  in  paper  cover.    Price  25  cts. 
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THE  LATEST  AND  BEST  JOKE  BOOKS  ON  THE  MARKET 

These  books  are  the  very  latest  and  best  of  their  kind  which  it  has  ever 
been  our  good  fortune  to  publish  for  the  entertainment  of  our  many  patrons.  The 
comic  books  contain  all  the  brightest  and  wittiest  sayings  of  the  world's  most 
famous  entertainers  before  the  footlights,  at  banquets  and  in  tae  press. 

NEW  JOKES'.   A  laugh-provoker  of  high  Tiorse  power. 
NEW  COON  JOKES.    A  slat-rattler. 

NEW  IRISH  JOKES.    Would  make  a  potato  laugh  its  jacket  off 
NEW  DUTCH  JOKES.    A  suspender  "buster."     Read  it  and 
grow  fat. 

NEW  HEBREW  JOKES.    All  the  latest  H<  brew  (Yiddish)  jokes 
and  yarns. 

NEW  BOOK  OF  FOUR  HUNDRED  TOASTS.    Selected  from  the 

greatest  orators  and  wits  of  the  world. 
SELECT  RIDDLES.    New  and  fresh  and  very  puzzling,  creating 

much  amusement  and  fun. 
NEW  AFTER-DINNER  STORIES.   The  greatest  budget  of  laugh- 
able stories  ever  offered  to  the  pubic. 
NEW  VAUDEVILLE  JOKES.    The  great  mirth-inducer.  One 

sixty-second  laugh  every  minute. 
NEW  BOOK  OF  MONOLOGUES*    The  modern  and  approved  au- 
tomatic side  splitter. 
COMBINATION  JOKER.   Inducing  every  kind  of  laugh,  from  the 
ecstatic  snicker  to  the  hilarious  gallery  roar. 
.    PRIZE  JOKES.    Forty  laughs  in  every  package  of  fun. 
KID  JOKES.    Funnier  than  the  funniest  fun. 

THE  LATEST  TRAMP  JOKES.    He  who  laughs  last,  laughs  best.    Kead  this  boofc 

and  you  will  have  the  last  laugh. 
RUBE  JOKES.    The  original  stomach-shaker.    When  you  laugh  you  laugh  all  over. 
ORIGINAL  CLOWN  JOKES.    A  substitute  for  laughing  gas  administered  by  all 
modern  tooth-jerkers. 

Now  17.    FUNNY  EPITAPHS.  Gathered  from  all  the  celebrated  tombs  of 
our  ancestry  and  prosterity  (?) 
NEW  BOOK  OF  PROVERBSw    The  wisdom,  of  ages  corralled  in 
a  nutshell. 

NEW  BLACKFACE  MINSTREL  JOKES,    Better  than  a  Minstrel 

Show.    A  book  of  End  Men,  jokes  and  gags. 
ITALIAN  DIALECT  JOKE  BOOK.  This  book  contains  the  best 

Italian  stories  and  jokes. 
NEW  BOOK  OF  CARD  TRICKS.    The  best  and  latest  book  on 

NEWaBOOrK  OF  COIN  TRICKS.    Explains  all  the  latest  Slight- 

of-Hand  tricks  with  coins. 
LATEST  STAGE  JOKES.    Full  of  side-splitting  jokes  told  on 
the  stage. 

NEW  TRAIN  STORIES.   A  whole  train  load  of  jokes  and  stores 

told  on  the  train. 
NEW  ACTORS'  JOKES.    Stories  in  thisi  book  are  the  best  told 
by  best  vaudeville  stars. 
No.  26.    NEW  BOOK  OF  PARLOR  TRICKS  AND  MAGIC.    This  book  contains  the  latest 

and  most  mystifying  tricks  suitable  for  parlor  entertainments. 
No.  27.    NEW  BOOK  OF  PARLOR  GAMES  AND  AMUSEMENTS.    A  choice  selection  of 

games  for  social  entertainment. 
No.  28.    AUTO  JOKE  BOOK.   A  literary  joy  ride.    Jokes,  jests  and  joshes  about  the  auto- 
No.  29.    THE^NEW*  RED  HOT  JOKE  BOOK.    A  choice  assortment  of  the  latest  and  spiciest 
jokes. 


No.  10. 
No.  II. 
No.  12. 


No.  18. 
No.  19. 
No.  20. 
No.  21. 
No.  22. 
No.  23. 
No.  24. 
Now  25. 


No.3l. 


WITCHES  DREAM  BOOK.    A  correct  interpretation  of  drearaa 

with  fortune  telling. 
HASH  HOUSE  JOKES.    If  you  eat  you'll  laugh  at  this  one. 
UP-TO-DATE  LETTER  WRITER. 
TROLLEY  JOKES. 
WINE,  WOMEN  AND  SONG. 
FORTUNE  TELLING  BY  CARDS. 
FORD  JOKES  AND  STORIES. 
MODERN  JOKES  AND  MONOLOGUES. 
SNAPPY  JOKES. 
BURLESQUE  AND  VARIETY. 
BREEZY  JOKES. 
HOW  TO  PLAY  CHECKERS. 
HOW  TO  PLAY  CHESS. 
SOME  JOKES. 
SAUCY  JOKES. 


Any  of  the  above  Books  sent  postpaid  upon  receipt  of  10  Cents. 

L  &  M.  OTTENHEIMER,  PUBLISHERS 
321  W.  BALTIMORE  STREET  BALTIMORE. 


